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CHAPTER XIV. 

If Master George Banks had known every- 
thing, he might have held himself from that 
disgusted cry against the treason of his sweet- 
heart. It was that cry which sealed his 
mother's lips and kept the simple case of 
forgery from becoming in its way a cause 
cilebre. It is somewhat curious to reflect on 
what would have happened had Dinah declared 
her secret in open court. For I have not the 
slightest doubt that if George had heard the 
story, he would have struck out for this new 
ark of refuge, and would liave sworn through 
thick and thin that he had been aware of his 
own identity all along. I was telling George's 
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story over a pipe to a distinguished novelist, a 
friend of mine, last Saturday at a little convivial 
gathering, and the distinguished novehst — who 
is also a barrister — was a little puzzled at first 
sight to say what might have become of the 
prisoner had this revelation been made. He 
seemed firmly of opinion, however, that the 
onus would have lain upon old George, and 
that he would have foimd it very diflScult in- 
deed to prove that his grand-nephew had not 
known the truth. In any case, it would have 
altered the face of things. If my opinion is of 
any value on a point which is not altogether 
technical, I venture to offer it. Young George 
would still have been committed to take his 
trial at the assizes. Old George would have 
been bound over to appear against him. Bail 
would have been found for the criminal, a 
compromise about the fortune would have been 
arrived at, the old man would have forfeited 
his recognisances, and the younger scoimdrel 
would have been shipped abroad somewhere 
with at least an ample supply of money in his 
pouch. 
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And all this would have come to a man 
who had already consented to be a cur, if he 
had only refrained from going still lower in 
creation's scale, and growing downwards into 
the similitude of a snake. 

But when he cried out that Ethel also was 
in the lie against him, even his mother who 
had loved him so wiped him clean out of her 
heart, and left him to his fate. It was hard to 
do, but it was yet more hard to have to do it. 
For she loved him yet, her son — scamp and 
hound as he had proved — still, he was bone of 
her bone and flesh of her flesh, and he was 
Joe's son, and she had borne him and had 
gone in travail for him. There is but one 
divine thing in the world, and it is motherhood 
and the motherly nature, for they are one. 

So he went on his way, cur-hke enough, 
and left hearts behind him to bleed and suffer 
after the manner of his tribe. 

Ethel, you will remember, fell into Dinah's 
arms at that cruel charge her lover brought 
against her. But she heard the words, and 
they came to mind again afterwards. "The 

B 2 
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child I bore ! ' groaned poor Dinah as she rose, 
and Ethel's mind, too staggered and stunned 
to heed them at the time, recalled them later 
on. 

Dinah was middle-aged, and had suffered 
a great deal already. She did not faint, having 
still somebody left to endure for, but she put 
Ethel into a four-wheeled hackney coach and 
saw her home. For Mrs. Donne had been so 
enraged at the whole thing that she refused to 
accompany her daughter on that terrible jour- 
ney, or to have any part or lot in the matter. 
It is the way of women to show this curious 
injustice sometimes, by way of set-off to the 
amazing injustice which they often do them- 
selves. The mother did not, as you may fancy, 
offer any very friendly welcome to the sister of 
the man who had so shamefully wrecked her 
household peace, and had left the first blot 
upon the house she had ever heard of amongst 
all its homely legends. To have had stolen 
money in the house and in her daughter's 
hands! You may easily believe it to have 
been very bitter to the yeoman's widow, who 
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was honest, as all her forbears had been, to the 
backbone. 

'We brought shame an' sorrow to this 
house,' said Dinah sadly, when Ethel was put 
to bed and she was ready to go away again. 
* But you won't forbid me to come and see her 
to-morrow, will you ? ' 

There was something in Dinah's face 
which repressed the tart answer on Mrs. 
Donne's tongue. 

' You're i' trouble as much as we be, my 
dear,' she answered — ^ worse trouble than we 
be — an' I'm sorry for you i' my heart. Come, 
an' welcome.' 

At this Dinah broke into tears, the first she 
had shed that heavy day. 

' The shame ain't yourn, my poor dear 
creetur,' said the yeoman's widow, ' not more 
than it's ourn. But I doubt me an' my poor 
gell '11 be able to hve here longer. An' I did 
hope to lay my bones i' Quarrymoor church- 
yard along of ourn's.' 

' Ourn ' — ' ours ' — ^hers — was the last John 
Audley Donne, the latest of a long and honour- 
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able race: and she also must needs weep a 
little to think that she and he might lie wide 
apart. 

* Oh,' said Dinah, ' if you go away, let me 
come wi' you ! No,' she said a second later, 
through her tears, * I should keep your trouble 
an' your shame i' your minds, an' I'm best 
away. But if you'll let me, I'll look in to- 
morrow, an' see how she is, poor thing/ 

' It's a sad house to ask anybody to come 
to,' said Ethel's mother. 'But come if you 
will, an' welcome. How does your father bear 
it?' 

*It's broke his heart,' answered Dinah. 
* He'll never hold his head up any more.' 

If it seem strange that Mrs. Donne took 
George's guilt for granted so early, you may 
remember that she took her cue from his sister, 
as she and the rest of the world supposed 
Dinah to be. And Dinah had always the 
affair of the cash-box in her mind, and that left 
everything without need of proof. 

The two women parted with a kiss. 

* Yoimi's a worse trouble than oum,' said 
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the yeoman's widow. * God help you to bear 
it!' 

' God bless you I ' answered Dinah, and so 
we§t her way. The Saracen's doors were 
closed, the Saracen's affairs were wound up, 
within a week of the assize trial. Daniel held 
' his head low for very shame, but on the aged 
a blow of this kind sometimes falls with com- 
pfiratit'e lightness. It is not experience alone 
whibh enables age to bear its troubles easily. 
The old beat has gone out of the pulse, the 
heart is dulled to rf^iju Daniel none the less 
would get awayAim mS^cene of this disgrace, 
and to him also it was a grief to lay his bones 
among strangers. But he could no longer 
endure to hve where everybody had known 
him, and where an honest name had been his 
pride and boast so loi^g. 
^ -^ Mrs. Donne's lawyer had news for her when 
she consulted him about the advisabiUty of 
parting with the farm. 

' I can find you a tenant in a week,' he 
answered her. ' But unless I'm mistaken, it 
won't be a' farm much longer.' 
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^ Not a farm ! ' cried Mrs. Donne. ' Why 
not? I couldn't abear to think of its bein* 
built over.' 

' Well, you know, that's as you like, of 
course, but I dare say you have heard that 
coal has just been proved on the Hilly Piece, 
and that's as good as proving it at Quarrymoor, 
Mrs. Donne. And, in point of fact, the land '11 
be worth five or six times what it was directly 
the new pits get well to work. Eent it out by 
all means, since you want to, but keep it in 
your own hands for a little time at least. If 
I'm not very much'* mistaken, there's a big 
fortune underneath, a bigger fortune than all 
the Donnes ever got out of the surface — long 
as they farmed it ! ' 

' Do you know of anybody as '11 take it ? * 
asked Mrs. Donne. 

'Well, I'm not certain,' said the man of 
business, 'but Sir Sydney Cheston has got it 
into his head that he'd like to try his hand at 
farming, and he has commissioned me to look 
out for a farm for him. I shall make an offer 
of Quarrymoor, if you're agreeable.' 
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* Oh dear, yes/ said Mrs. Donne ; ' I'm agree- 
able. And it'll be nicer to have a gentleman 
as won't mind laying a bit out on the land.' 

* He'll be a good tenant,' said the lawyer. 

* Old Sir Sydney left him wonderfully well-to- 
do, all things considered, and it's been a for- 
tune to him to find coal on the Stafibrdshire 
property, of course. He can afibrd to spend 
a thousand or two on high farming if he wants 
to.' 

' An' you think there's coal under Quarry- 
moor ? ' inquired Mrs. Donne. 
f ' I know there is,' the lawyer answered ; 

* as well as if I'd been there. Hold it for a 
year or two, Mrs. Donne, and there's a big 
fortune in it.' 

This was news indeed, and now Ethel was 
really an heiress. It was surprising to see how 
poor young George was bufieted by the wings 
of the unattainable. He had this last blow yet 
to feel, but another, almost as severe, had 
already fallen. 

It was four o'clock on the afternoon of his 
trial, and he was under the hands of a barber 
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who wore a belt and carried a bunch of keys 
at it. Another man, who also wore a . belt 
with a bunch of keys at it, stood by the while. 

' What's the news ? ' asked the barber, as 
George's well groomed-locks fell beneath his 
shears. 

*Well,' said the other; *the news is, for 
one thing, as you owe me two and a tanner.' 

* Oh,' said the barber-warder, suspending 
the action of the shears, ' and what might that 
be for?' ^^ 

'I see a telegram message half an hour 
ago,' said the idle warder. ' Erebus is in first, 
my boy.' 

' Well, I'm blowed ! ' responded the barber^ 
pausing to look at his companion before he fell 
to work again. ' I'd ha' bet my shirt again' 
him.' 

' Well, he's won, whatever you'd ha' bet,' 
said the idle warder with a httle laugh. 
* You'll see it for yourself in the morning 
papers.' 

Now, this was cruSl for George. What 
right has a felon to anything ? And yet, he 
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had fairly won the money which would have 
saved him, and his calculations had been sound 
after all, but for that one abominable accident 
which had tripped him up and maimed him for 
ever and for ever. When the prison chaplain 
talked to George about the enormity of his 
offence, he found him impenitent and stub- 
bom ; until the young man, though more than 
half by accident, adopted a wiser method, and 
assumed a virtue though he had it not, in 
consideration of the chaplain's influence. 

Of course, neither Mrs. Donne nor Ethel 
were at this time much in the mood to enjoy 
an accession of fortune, immediate or remote. 
They were driven from home by shame, and 
had Uttle care to think about monetary pros^ 
perities. Old Daniel was driven away also ; 
and four people, who had seemed rooted to 
the soil they were born on, went away together 
and took one and the same goal. Trouble had 
brought Dinah and Ethel close together, and 
had made them fast friends. 

' You're sure, my dear,' said Dinah, * that 
I sha'n't be a trouble to you if I come to hve 
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anywhere near you? I shall mind you of it 
every time you look at me.' 

' I should like you to be with me/ Ethel 
answered steadily and gently. 'Let us go 
together, and never say a word about it any 
more.' 

And so the ugly thiug was buried; but 
they thought about it, though they both kept 
silence. Daniel was willing to go anywhere, so 
long as he was but led out of the sight of eyes 
in whose gaze he had been familiar. 

'I've never been a don at travellin',' said 
Daniel, ' an' I'm a bit mythered-like ; ' he 
meant, confused and mentally harassed. ' An' 
it feels cold out o' doors. Mayhap I've growed 
a bit nash wi' sittin' so much at the fireside. 
But I'm willin' to goo annywheer, Dinah, my 
gell, to be away from the Saracen. I niver 
thought to part wi' him till I come downstairs 
toes foremost. . But nobody knows what'll 
happen. Nobody knows what'll happen.' 

The old fellow was quite broken, and sat 
dull-eyed with his hands on his thin knees. He 
looked about him on the journey, with childlike 
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curiosity, and made no observation but one. 
This was drawn from him when, after a dis- 
tance of thirty miles had been travelled by rail, 
he saw the familiar skeleton frame above a 
coal-mine. 

'It's been fields for ever so long,' said 
Daniel, *and now we'm a-gettin' among the 
coal again.' 

But before he was settled in his new home 
he had to spend a day or two at the local hotel, 
a little countryfied house with a bowling-green 
behind it. He sat there in the snuggery most 
of his time beside the fire, and once or twice 
gave orders to which nobody attended, 
evidently imagining himself back at the 
Saracen. 

'They'n gone an' changed the shelves 
an' the bottles, Dinah,' he complained ; * an' in- 
staed o' the clock bein' wheer it used to be, 
they'n stuck it up at my back. It nigh on 
breaks a man's neck to look an' see what time 

it IS. 

'Never mind, dear,' said Dinah, reading 
these signs ; ' we'll have everything right by 
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an' by. An' then you'll be comfortable again, 
won't you ? ' 

'You bide wi' me, my gell,' answered 
Daniel, ' an' you'll be all right. Eh ? ' 

'Oh, yes,' said Dinah soothingly, thinking 
that the old man wandered. But he had some- 
thing on his mind, though it was perhaps the 
last thing in the world that Dinah was likely 
to think of. The thing was on his mind, and 
yet was somehow not to be got at until on the 
second day, after sitting dull-eyed and silent 
for two or three hours, he suddenly arose and 
called loudly for Jane and Mary. Jane and 
Mary, late maids at the Saracen, were miles 
away, but one of the young women of the 
house answered his call. . He peered at her 
with a glance of no recognition at first, but in 
a while he grasped his own purpose, and hook- 
ing her towards him with a forefinger, he asked : 
' Theer's a lawyer i' the town, ain't theer ? ' 
' Yes, sir,' said the girl ; ' several.' 
' Very well,' said Daniel ; ' you send for 
one of 'em, d'ye hear. An' theer's a shillin' 
for you. Send a lad as can run sharp, and let 
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him fatch the best lawyer T the plaSs.' The 
girl took the shilling, but stood looking at him 
as if uncertain to obey. * Don't you be afeard 
o' me/ Daniel went on, seating himself by the 
fire once more. *■ I want a lawyer. I ain't all 
I used to be, but I feel well an' bright to-day, 
an' I've got a lot o* business to do. Fatch 
a lawyer, an' let me do it while theer's time.' 

' Very well, sir,' said the girl ; and going 
out, she despatched the messenger, a stable-boy, 
who, being impressed with a sense that the 
business was urgent, ran as if for a midwife, 
and alarmed a respectable elderly solicitor so 
much that he ran after the boy all the way 
back to the inn, to the great wonderment of 
the inhabitants, who had never seen him run 
for forty years past. 

The landlord was in the snuggery, mount- 
ing guard as it were over Daniel, when the 
solicitor arrived. 

' Be you a lawyer ? ' asked Daniel. 

*Yes, sir, I am,' returned the newcomer 
somewhat out of breath with his exertions. 

* You can draw up a will all right ? Eh ? ' 
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* Certainly.' 

' So as theer caa't be no manner o' doubt 
about it ? ' 

'Certainly/ said the solicitor — ^though, 
being a man of some experience, he saw the 
boldness of the assertion. 

* Then I, Dan'l Banks, late o' the parish o' 
Bramwich, do give an' bequeath every thin' of 
which I die possessed to my daughter Dinah.' 

'You wish me to draw up a will to that 
effect ? ' 

' Course I do,' returned Daniel petu- 
lantly. ' What else did I send for you for ? ' 

'Do you wish me to specify the properties?' 
asked the solicitor. 

' Does it matter ? ' asked Daniel. ' Can't I 
will 'em in a lump ? ' 

' If you wish to do so, certainly.' 

'Very well, then,' answered Daniel, 'put 
'em in a lump. All to my daughter Dinah. 
An' look sharp about it, mister, for I'm a-get- 
tin' on i' years, an' I do't feel much like 
wearin', I can tell you.' 

The solicitor asked the necessary questions, 
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took the necessary notes, and went liis way. 
Next morning he brought the will, and read it 
over to the old man, who signed it. The land- 
lord and the solicitor's clerk also signed 
it, Daniel paid the bill, and the thing was 
over. 

'Now, you wouldn't ha' thought,' said 
Daniel, addressing the landlord, * as an ode 
mon like me, as has got maybe on'y a day or 
two to last, ud be sich a Gawby as to wait till 
now afore mekin' his will, would you ? ' 

' Well,' said the landlord, who was of a 
curious turn, 'that depends on what you've 
got to leave, you know.' 

'So it does, mate,' said Daniel, who saw 
his drift, and was equal to him. ' So it does.' 
But he could not resist the desire to say that 
Dinah would be pretty warm when he was gone 
— pretty warm. Warmer than most, he added, 
warming with the theme. And indeed Daniel 
had a good deal of property down in the old 
country in one form or another, and a balance 
at the bank, since the sale of the Saracen, the 
figures of which might have startled some people. 

VOL II. c 
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Of course the folk of a small country town 
like Wrethedale had then* nine-days' wonder 
about the immigrants and strangers who had 
settled in their midst. Beyond the fact that 
they seemed fairly well-to-do plain people, 
little was learned of them for a time. The 
new settlers paid their way and went to church, 
and in a few weeks they were accepted as a fact, 
and the wonder at them faded out, as it had a 
right to do. As the weather grew finer and 
warmer, Dinah used to tempt her father out 
for a walk now and again, and the change of 
air and scene and life began to do the old man 
as much good as anything could hope to do at 
his time of life. There had been nothing in 
George's case to carry it beyond the sphere of 
the local papers, and here in this western town, 
a hundred miles as the crow flies from the 
scene of his crime, they felt safe from gossip 
and from any remembrance or knowledge of 
the undeserved shame which had fallen upon 
them. 

Wrethedale was so much out of the general 
way was such an old, settled, sober-sided sort 
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of place, that it found a simple-minded wonder 
in things which would never have been noticed 
in a commonly-active place of its own size. It 
boasted three solicitors already, two of whom 
played cricket in the summer and rode to 
hounds in winter, and did and had no other 
earthly business. It was therefore certainly 
a little curious that in the space of some three 
months after the arrival of the two new house- 
holds a fourth solicitor, unknown to anybody 
in the neighbourhood, should suddenly blossom 
out and burgeon in the High Street with all 
the glory of new wire blinds, a brass plate, and 
a lettered bell-pull. It struck Dinah as being 
curious that the name on the brass plate was 
John Keen. She had known a John Keen, 
solicitor and mine-surveyor, at home — ^her 
son's friend, and the man she liked best 
amongst all the acquaintances George had 
made. Some of them, perhaps most of them, 
had been a Httle less than equivocal. Dinah 
knew nothing of the verses against the Eeverend 
Jabez Wallier, and had a high opinion of one 
John Keen who was a solicitor. She was just 

02 
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solemnly wondering whether the John of 
Wrethedale had anything to do with the John 
of old days, when she met the John of old days 
plump in the market-place, and he raised his 
hat and held out his hand to her. 

* Why, Miss Banks,' said John with an 
indefinable air of guilt upon him, ' this is a 
surprise indeed!' 

' I should never ha' thought of seeing you 
here,' said simple Dinah. ' Is that your name 
up in the High Street, Mr. Keen ? ' 

* Yes,' said John, still looking a little guilty, 
' that's my name. Are you staying here. Miss 
Banks, in Wrethedale ? ' 

* Yes,' said Dinah. * Father an' me are 
Hving here.' 

' Dear me ! ' said John, absolutely blushing 
at this third pretence, and looking guiltier than 
ever. 'That is singular. I have come to 
settle down here professionally.' 

* Indeed ! ' said Dinah ; * I noticed the name 
as I came by.' She was casting about in her 
mind what to say or do. The wound was still 
open. Who could expect such a grief as she 
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had suffered to heal in three months' time, or, 
for the matter of that, in three years John was 
in the way, and yet she hked him, and was not 
sorry to see an old face, being a woman of 
strong local affections. She was naturally 
valorous, and was disposed to face this situa- 
tion. ' Will you take me to your office, Mr. 
Keen ? ' she said suddenly. ' I want to speak 
to you.' 

* Certainly,' said John; and led the way, 
wondering what Dinah's topic could be. 

' I'm glad to see a face I used to know,' 
said Dinah, once within the office. ' But you 
can't fail to know why father an' me came 
here, Mr. Keen, and ' 

' Miss Banks,' said John, ' never say a word 
upon that question. I have more right to 
grieve for you than you are likely to be able 
to guess. But I know nothing of it now. If 
you will allow me, I will wipe it out of my 
mind here and now. From this minute for- 
ivard I have forgotten all about it.' 

' Thank you,' said Dinah tremulously. Her 
errand was already fulfilled, and they talked 
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with some constraint on either side until she 
rose to go. 

*I hope/ said John with another blush, 
which in Dinah's motherly eyes was not unbe- 
coming, * that you will let me come and see 
you now and then.' 

Dinah would be glad to see him, so she 
said, at any time. She read him now like a 
book. And she waited for him to ask about 
Ethel ; but John, who was under the impres- 
sion that he was playing a difficult game with 
great wariness, and believed himself as inscrut- 
able as the Sphinx, repressed his longings, and 
did not name her once. This silence forced 
Dinah's hand. She was only a woman after 
all. 

*I suppose you know that Miss Donne is 
living here, as well ? ' she asked. 

' I have heard as much,' said John with 
infinite dryness. 'I hope to be able to pay 
her my respects as an — old acquaintance in a 
day or two.' Dinah's mild eyes seemed to him 
to pierce this transparent humbug through and 
through, as they did, but he could not yet 
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wound her by saying one word about his own 
designs. 

*Are business prospects good here, Mr. 
Keen ? ' asked Dinah. 

' Well, that's rather hard to determine just 
at first,' said John courageously. ' What prac- 
tice there is is Ukely to be of a good sort, I 
should say. They're county people and that 
sort of thing, you know, Miss Banks, in this 
neighbourhood. And one may as well get 
the best sort of practice as the worst, you 
know.' 

Dmah said, ' Oh yes, of course,' to this, but 
she regarded John so seriously that he con- 
tinued as if in self-defence : 

* I can aflford to wait for a year or two, and 
I don't know that it matters much if I doA't 
practise at all, except that I don't want to lead 
an idle hfe. And whatever there is to be done 
here will be of the best class, even if there's 
very little of it. Conveyancing,' said John, 
guiltily once more, beginning to droop beneath 
Dinah's ga5:e, * is the sort of work I should 
prefer.' 
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Dinah said, * Oh yes, of course,' again, and 
having wished him well, she shook hands and 
they parted. It was not, perhaps, altogether a 
strange thing that she cried when she got home, 
or that she knelt beside her bed long that after- 
noon in the quiet of her own chamber, for she 
saw that what had brought this honest young 
fellow here was the hope of Ethel, or at 
worst the determination to try for her ; and 
her own child had once won Ethel, and might 
have worn her worthily, and have been blessed 
in her love, and she in his, if he had not been — 
Ah me ! if he had not been a villain. 

I say again — I do not believe that there is 
any criminally-minded cur in the whole world 
who would not forego his crime if he could but 
see the brood which it is sure to rear. 

And oh ! young Joe of five-and-twenty 
years since, young Joe no longer by this time, 
if anywhere extant, but middle-aged, and verg- 
ing on the fifties and a little grey, if you could 
know the grief your folly planted, it would be 
a heavy thing to bear. A little courage, errant 
Joe, a little honour, and the tragedy which 
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obscured so many lives had been averted. Is 
it of any use to point a moral nowadays ? Do 
others' follies teach us? — or others' wisdom? 
Or is even — as the poet tells us — our own 
€xperience of much sterling worth ? 

One of two things very soon became 
evident to John Keen, and he had httle heart 
to choose between them, though heart enough 
to face them ten times over. But either his 
move in coming to Wrethedale and setting up 
there had been made too soon, or it was a false 
move altogether. Ethel knew why he came — 
what woman would not ? — and she was in no 
mind to be comforted for the loss of her own 
wounded self-respect or the loss of her rascally 
lover. She felt and thought indignantly and 
with many a throb of that deep wound she 
carried, that her plighted husband was a felon, 
and at that hour in prison, and it was cruel to 
her way of thinking, and dishonouring to her, 
to suppose that she would ever look at another 
man again. She had loved, and though she 
had loved a scoundrel, she had loved him none 
the less, imtil she knew him as he was. And 
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she bad no possibilities of afiection within her 
for any new creature of the male species. She 
hated and despised men at this period of her 
life with a great and majestic heartiness. Men 
were vicious and mean and cowardly. What 
the sacred bard said in his haste, Miss Donne 
confirmed at leisure. It was illogical, but 
shall we cry out against a nature so perverted ? 
Are you logical when any dear and trusted 
friend has newly betrayed you ? I am not. I 
have declaimed against the pretended afiection 
of woman in my time, pretty eloquently as I 
have fancied. Let the wounded heart speak 
for a moment as its agonies prompt it. Natures 
less fine than hers have been soured for life by 
lesser sorrows, and if I am not mistaken in her, 
she will grow back slowly to more than her 
first ripeness of sweet nature, and, probably 
enough, be happy wife and mother before we 
see her for the last time, with all these pains 
buried, though not forgotten. 

But what have we to do with prophecy ? 
Let us get back to the story. 

Tm not going to be beaten,' said John 
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resolutely, when he had failed a dozen times at 
least in his eflforts to meet Ethel. *I came 
here in the hope that I should be able to make 
her a little bit happier, or, at all events, a Uttle 
bit less miserable, poor little darling/ I can 
fancy what Ethel's scorn would have been 
. could she have heard that phrase of aflfectionate 
commiseration from John's lips. ' I'll do it, 
somehow. What a chuckleheaded ass I am! 
Why, the poor girl hasn't even got 'an organ to 
play on Sundays. Here ! ' quoth John, rising 
pipe in mouth and clawing on his hat and coat, 
' I'll see about that at once, anyhow.' 

He saw about it to such effect that in 
less than a week he had matured a plan and 
found a way to execute it. At Shareham 
Church, four miles from Wrethedale, there 
actually was an organ with nobody to play 
upon it since the rector s daughter had got 
married. But to ask Ethel to travel four miles 
twice every Sunday through the year — ^hail, 
rain, or shine — ^would have been preposterous. 
The organist at St. Stephen the Martyr at 
Wrethedale was an arrant duffer, and John, 
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who had an ear for music, was wroth at him 
every Sunday, though he himself went to 
church for no loftier object than to look when 
he could at Miss Donne. So John scraped 
acquaintance with the reel or at Shareham, 
expressed himself as being deeply interested 
in church music, got leave to try the organ, 
of which instrument he knew next to nothing, 
enthusiastically pronounced upon it, and 
offered at once to subscribe fifteen pounds per 
annum towards the expenses of a salaried 
organist. The rector jumped at the offer, and 
John almost swore him to secresy, using such 
vehemence in his request that the rector 
thought him a sort of bashful saint. Then 
the young pretender incited the rector to offer 
the berth to the arrant duffer who tortured the 
churchgoers at St. Stephen's, and the rector 
did it, setting another five to John's fifteen and 
making the pay twenty pounds a year. The 
arrant duffer also jumped, and went about 
inflated, thinking himself a pearl amongst 
organists. Next, the secret schemer told the 
vicar of St. Stephen's that he had a very angel 
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of an organist in his congregation, and told 
Dinah also that the post of organist was vacant, 
and indeed there was no one left to play at all. 
So Ethel got one of the smaller longings of her 
soul, and the congregation within the Martyr's 
walls were no longer martyred as of old. 

At first, when John went to church after 
completing this arrangement, he felt that he 
had cheated himself. Ethel was no longer in 
her old place to be furtively stared at. But he 
got the better of this grief in a while, and many 
a time the sound of the peaUng organ poured 
peace into his heart and sacred joy ; and to 
Ethel — while she played it — ^there was no 
longer any sorrow in the world, and she would 
leave the church radiant, and her sabbaths at 
least were filled with a tranquillity she had 
never hoped to taste again. 

It came to her ears after a while that all this 
was John Keen's doing. Her pride prompted 
her to surrender her joy rather than owe it to 
him, but she had not the heart for this extreme 
measure. She contented herself with snubbing 
John, and he bore it with wonderful meekness. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

The Saracen having fallen into new hands, 
assumed a new aspect and a new title. The 
real old Saracen, who for many a summer day 
had looked on the sunshiny street with bihous 
eyes, and on many a winter night had shrieked 
and creaked complainingly against the stormy 
weather, was taken down and relegated 
to a lumber room, and ultimately chopped up 
for firewood. For weeks the front of the 
house was obscured by scaffolding, and quite 
a little army of men were at work about it. 
Finally it came out with plate-glass windows 
and stuccoed front, with a ^reat gilded sign 
which expressed it as the Saracen and Eailway 
Hotel. Within, things were changed as much 
as without, and Meshach and Aminadab and 



JOSEPH'S COAT. 81 

the rest found it on its re-opening night no fit 
home for them and their memories, and so 
carried themselves elsewhere with a general 
feeling of being uprooted. 

Prosperous George Bushell, pausing before 
the house one simny morning, felt his heart lifted 
at the sight. The Saracen and Eailway Hotel 
by Andrew Eoyce was nothing to him, except 
as a token of the removal of the Saracen by 
Daniel Banks, and the consequent removal of 
Daniel and his daughter. They had gone 
away, having made no sign, and he was once 
more safe in the possession of his fortune. 
The heiress had left him in undisputed posses- 
sion of the field ; and although he could not 

understand its why and wherefore, he appreci- 
ated the fact. He could scarcely resist the 

smile that strove to curve his features as he 

looked at the transformed structure. 

' Hullo ! Bushell ! ' cried a voice, and he 

turned to face a middle-aged man sitting in a 

neat dog-cart, between the shafts of which stood 

a slashing-looking bay mare .The middle-aged 

man was loud of voice, florid of complexion. 
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and cheery of aspect, and he wore an enor- 
mous beard of chestnut colour, laced, but 
only laced, with grey. 

* Good mornin', Sir Sydney,' said old George 
as he turned. * Fine growin' mornin' for the 
crops, isn't it ? ' 

George had no interest in farming, but Sir 
Sydney Cheston had, having but recently taken 
Quarrymoor Farm upon his hands, as Mr. 
Bushell knew. 

* Splendid weather,' said the Baronet. 
' Going up to the court ? Shall I give you a 
lift ? ' 

* Why, thank you. Sir Sydney,' said George 
in his provincial slow drawl ; * I don't mind 
if I do ride. It's a goodish pace up theer.' 

* So it is,' assented Sir Sydney ; and the old 
fellow, moving as heavily and deliberately as 
he spoke, climbed into the dog-cart, and took 
his seat by the Baronet's side. 

* Nobody iver expected to see me a-ridin' 
alongside of a baronet,' he said to himself, as 
the owner of the mare touched her lightly 
with his whip and set her going. 
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'Changes behind us, there,' said Cheston, 
nodding his head backwards. 

'All things change i' this world,' said 
George. 'We've no abidin' city here.' His 
wooden gravity was quite enough to beguile a 
listener into the behef that he had at least 
some thought of what he was talking about. 

' No, indeed ! ' shouted Cheston in his good- 
humoured noisy voice. ' The first time I ever 
saw the place was on the very day when your 
nephew Joe — my old chum you know, Bushell 
-^knocked poor old Screed down and ran 
away from home. Gad! he must have been 
out of temper that day, for he knocked me 
down too. I never told anybody of it before, 
but it's a fact, by George ! ' 

'Ah, poor Joe-ziph,' said George, dividing 
the word again into two equally balanced syl- 
lables, and putting his company manner on 
generally. *It was a blow to his parents 
which they didn't overget.' 

'It wasn't a bad thing for you, Bushell,' 
said the Baronet, laughing. But the laugh fell 
into a sigh, half perhaps for his old chum Joe, 

VOL. II. D 
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but certainly at least half for his own lost 
youth. *He was going out to the gqld-dig-r 
gings, I remember. I was the last man to 
shake hands with him in England, and I was 
quite hard hit because I couldn't go with him/ 

* Was you, now ? ' asked George. 

* Gad, I was,' returned Cheston. 

* Here's the High Street/ thought old 
George; *they can see as I'm a-ridin' along 
with a baronet ; ' and he looked sulky, which 
was his way of trying to look dignified. 

*More changes!' cried Cheston, pointing 
with his whip. *That was a private house, 
and they're turning it into a shop. The place 
is thriving.' 

*Ah,' said George, who, in spite of his 
business habits, had a true countryman's interest 
in trifles. * Young Keen the lawyer lived theer. 
Wheer's he moved to, I wonder ? ' 

*Yoimg Keen!' said the baronet; 'why, 
you don't half know the news, Bushell. He 
left weeks ago. He's gone to live in the same 
place with that poor little Miss Donne, and old 
Banks and his daughter. It's quite a migra-^ 
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tion. I think he was a bit sweet on the young 
lady. So was I: but I'm too old to think 
about that sort of thing nowadays. You and I 
have kept out of the trap pretty well, haven't 
we, Bushell ? ' 

*I don't know as that's any comfort, when 
life's a-beginnin' to close in. Sir Sydney,' said 
George. *And so,' he thought, 'young law- 
yer Keen has followed old Banks and his gell, 
has he?' He turned it over slowly in his 
mind, and Cheston, for a wonder, was quiet for 
a minute. * Are they at all familiar like ? ' he 
asked ; * the Bankses an' young lawyer Keen ? ' 
*Why, you know nothing of what's going 
on in the town, Bushell,' said Cheston. * That 
young scoundrel I committed to Stafford for 
you was young Keen's closest friend, and the 
youngster used to go and smoke with Banks 
twice or thrice a week, at one time. I beheve^ 
if Banks's girl had been a year or two younger, 
he'd have gone for her. Nice woman she was, 
eh ? I always used to pull up at the Saracen 
when I drove by, and get a glass of beer from 
pretty Dinah. Ah, Bushell, she was a pretty 

a 2 • 
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girl five-and-twenty years ago when she and 
your poor nephew Joe were sweetheai-ts/ 

* Sweethearts, was they?' asked George. 
Internally he anathematised his nephew Joe, 
for he could scarcely help a little soreness at 
this reiterated mention of him. Did not five- 
and-tAventy years give time enough to get a 
man buried and out of sight and done with ? 

'Sweethearts! I should think they were. 
It was about her he knocked me down, and it 
was about her that he floored poor old Screed. 
Screed wasn't a bad sort.' 

*A godly person, Mr. Screed was,' said 
George. ' A very godly person.' 

*Here we are!' said the Baronet, pulling 
up before the pohce station and leaping down. 
*Take the trap to the Dudley, oflScer. Tell 
'em to give the mare a good feed. Stop and 
see it done, will you. By-the-by, Bushell, re- 
mind me, when this Ucensing work's over, that 
I have something to say to you about business. 
That's why I pulled up for you ; but I've such 
a head, I forgot all about it.' 

George walked into the court with the 
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Baronet still talking genially and loudly at his 
side, and partook of the great man's glory. 
For Sir Sydney Cheston was the greatest swell 
those parts could boast, and the old man, hke 
the rest of us, loved to sit in the high places 
and be seen in good company. But all the 
while, as he sat on the bench, he gave his vote 
only as the better-conditioned of his neighbours 
gave theirs, and thought about the news he 
had heard. Young Keen — a lawyer — familiar 
with Dinah, had gone to live in the same 
parish to which she had retired. What was 
that for? Was there anything in it? — any- 
thing that threatened himself? 

Young Keen had begun to defend the pri- 
soner, and had then suddenly resigned the case. 

Was it law that young George had com- 
mitted forgery anyhow, and must in any case 
suffer for it, and had Keen advised the mother 
to be quiet until his term of imprisonment was 
over ? Mr. George Bushell was a wooden man 
and a man of considerable attainments in the 
way of ignorance. He was a Justice of the 
Peace, but there was nothing in that to pre- 
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vent the very commonest point in the law from 
being a mystery to him. He was the fraudu- 
lent owner of a great fortune, and that of itself 
was enough to make him suspicious. Of 
course, he had no fear of any punishment 
beyond the loss of the fortune ; but would not 
that be punishment enough ? It is not punish- 
able to commit an offence against the law when 
the offence is utterly beyond detection, and the 
certificate he had destroyed had been lost for 
twenty-live years before he found and de- 
stroyed it. 

Why had young Keen followed Dinah 
Banks ? * I believe,' Sir Sydney had said, * that 
if Banks's girl had been a year or two younger, 
he'd have gone for her.' That meant lawy^ 
Keen. George saw no reason why a man of 
six-and-twenty should not marry a woman of 
three-and-forty if he set his mmd that way ; 
and if lawyer Keen knew of Dmah's dahn, it 
might be worth his while to overlook the dif- 
ference of a year or two and make a match 
of it 
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dumsy and wandering way, but never by any 
chance making four of them, Mr. Bushell con- 
trived to make himself signally uncomfortable. 
That there was something in young Keen's 
following of Dinah — something beyond mere 
chance — seemed certain. Then he remembered 
Cheston had said that Keen had been sweet on 
Miss Donne. She was there also. Now, if 
Keen courted Miss Donne — Clovers tell each 
other everything — Dinah and Miss Donne were 
living alone in a townful of strangers — women 
tell each other everything — ^if the lawyer got 
hold of Dinah's story, he would know how 
futile her fears had been, and would set her on 
the track at once. Altogether, the mere fact 
of John Keen having followed the two women 
was full of peril for George's fortune ; and 
somehow, in these late days, there had been a 
sort of revival of the memory of errant Joe 
which of itself left an uneasy sense of dread 
and expectancy on the old man's mind. 

He got at everything by slow and round- 
about mental processes ; and at last he reached 
what seemed to him to be the real knot to be 
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untied in this case. What was he to do — ^in 
brief — to keep young George out of the way 
when his time had expired and he was released 
from prison ? It was pretty evident that, if the 
mother moved at all, it would be for her son's 
sake, and not for her own. 

* There's some shaam in it, I'm certain an' 
sure,' he said to himself. * The child must ha' 
been born i' wedlock, but I reckon he came 
afore his time. It's that as made her keep her 
tongue betwixt her teeth all this time, an' now 
if her does anythin' at all, it'll be for the lad's 
sake.' 

There were elements in the case which 
puzzled him, for he could neither comprehend 
how plain simplicity could sit down to suffer, 
nor how an honourable spirit could be so 
wounded as to resolve on keeping silence 
against itself rather than identify itself with 
dishonour. But when once the central idea 
had taken root in George's mind, it rose to 
such proportions as to overshadow everything 
else that grew there. He was as certain as he 
well could be that Dinah was not likely to 
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move in her own behalf, and that if she 
moved at all, it would be to endow that 
scoundrel of a private secretary with a fortune 
to which he had no claim except from the acci- 
dent of birth. If lawyer Keen got to know 
the story — and that seemed only too probable 
— he would wait for young George and give 
him the news in spite of Dinah's want of initia- 
tive. Then, how to get at the released criminal 
before anybody else could get at him ? 

And across the stupid schemer's brain there 
flashed a sudden jubilant ray. 

The copy of the certificate was gone. It 
might not be a matter of any great difficulty to 
get rid of the original, and then to defy all 
possible attempts against his property. A 
happy thought, surely, and yet leading to all 
manner of unpleasant complications. Leading 
to dangers also. The ray seemed less jubilant. 

The church at which Dinah and young Joe 
had so long since been wed was famous in local 
annals as the resort of runaway couples who 
wished to be married. It was but a mile or 
two from George's house, and he had known it 
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from babyhood. The parson who had officiated 
at Dinah's wedding was dead, and the parish 
clerk had gone the same way. The marriage 
had been performed at Whitsuntide, at which 
festive season in old days some fifty or sixty 
unions were wont to be celebrated at Waston 
Church, oftener than not with much disreput- 
able riot. Nobody would be likely to remem- 
ber any one marriage particularly at this time 
of day, and the church certificate, as the old 
schemer thought, was its last and only record. 
Old George was not much of a novel-reader, 
but he had read somewhere of a guilty lord 
who had illegitimised his brother's children and 
seized their estate simply by tearing out the 
record of their father's marriage from the parish 
register kept in an old church. He saw how 
simple the process was, but he saw its dangers 
also. He was a slow and clumsy thinker, but 
he had that faculty of making dramatic pictures 
in his own mind of which I have already spoken, 
and he could never contemplate himself in the 
act of tearing out the register of his nephew's 
marriage without seeing a terrible vague hand 
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approach his shoulder. This terrible vague 
hand affected him physically, and he used to get 
up and rub the part it threatened, walking 
about the while with a wry face, and hitching 
his shoulder to get rid of the uncomfortable 
feeling. 

But needs must when the devil drives, and 
George felt himself demon-driver. Under cer- 
tain conditions, life is not worth having ; and 
the old man found the night and the day alike 
a burden to him. He reproached himself for 
cowardice over and over again, and at last, as 
often happens, he went with no inward increase 
of courage to the task. The guilty lord, he 
remembered, had made a burglarious entrance 
to the church, in * The Secret of Glen Snassen,' 
in the dead of night, while a tempestuous wind 
shook at the casements and howled in the 
vaults. He had scarcely pluck enough for 
such an enterprise, and indeed burglary seemed 
imnecessary. A public omnibus passed the 
church every half-hour in the summer-time, and 
one fine hot summer day he was set down at 
an hotel a hundred yards from the porch. 



44 JOSEPH'S COAT. 

He drank a glass of whisky to steady his nerves, 
and then walked into the street and strolled by 
the churchyard. The sexton was bobbing up 
and down in a half-made grave, and George, 
leaning his arms upon the mossy stones of the 
wall, accosted him. 

* Are you sexton here ? ' 

The man answered in the affirmative. 
' Been here long ? Eh ? ' 

* Seven 'ear come Christmas,' said the sex- 
ton. 

Old George's head began to swim, and his 
heart grew muffled on a sudden. A minute 
passed before he spoke again, and the sexton 
by that time was bobbing up and down in his 
grave once more. 

* I wanted to find out,' said the melodrama- 
tist, when his voice and wits returned to him, 
* about a wedding as took place here five-and 
twenty 'ear ago. There's a bit o' property de- 
pendin' on it.' 

* Yes, sir,' said the sexton, scenting fees and 
pausing at his task. * I can get the keys, sir, 
if you'd like to look at the register.' 
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* Very well,' said George pompously ; * 111 
jine you i' the church in five minutes.' 

* Very well, sir,' said the sexton ; and hav- 
ing driven his spade into the clay, he took up 
his cap and jacket, and swung leisurely off to 
the vicarage. The melodramatic schemer also 
sauntered away, his inexpressive countenance 
showing nothing of his inward pains, though his 
head was swimming again, and the curious 
muffled feeling at the heart had returned. The 
road led half-way round the churchyard, as he 
knew, and then a by-way ran at the back, so 
that the burial-place was islanded, so to speak. 
He walked leisurely until he reached the main 
road again, and then, seeing the sexton in the 
act of imlocking the church-door, he quickened 
his pace a little, and felt such a tremor of dread 
at the porch that he dodged suddenly into the 
sacred building as though a bull had been be- 
hind him. The sexton, who was already half- 
way up the aisle, failed to notice this curious 
entry, but George felt the necessity of steadying 
himself, and made a resolute effort. The vague 
terrible hand, backed by a presence yet more 
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vague and terrible, was behind him. What if 
young Keen should come to look for the regis- 
ter at that very hoiu: and moment ? Ugh I 
what a disagreeable fancy ! 

* What date ? ' asked the sexton. 

* About '49 or '50,' said old George huskily. 
He had known that the task would be a hard 
one, but he found it harder than he feared. 
Yet, his wooden face showed nothing. 

* What name, sir ? ' 

*John Smith an' Mary Ann Thomas,' said 
the guilty one, speaking more huskily than be- 
fore. * Here, I'll look for it.' 

He put on his gold-rimmed glasses, and 
drawing a book towards him, turned over the 
leaves one by one. They had a faint odour 
suggestive of long imprisonment from light and 
air which reminded him of the discovery of 
his nephew's coat. The sexton sat down at 
the other side of the vestry-table, with his arms 
upon it, and watched the search drowsily. The 
day was hot, and the sexton nodded once or 
twice, and, just as the old schemer had begun 
to hope that he might fall asleep, caught him- 
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self up with a great snatch, and became prema- 
turely wide-awake. 

* Dry work, eh, my man ? ' said George with 
husky pomposify. 

* Yes, indeed, sir,' said the sexton. 

The entries for 1849 were in one volume, 
and those for the year following in another. 
George had taken up the wrong volume, but 
he plodded through it to the end, and with a 
curious new tremor closed it and took up the 
other. 

*A slow job, eh?' he said with a great 
effort, 

*Yes, indeed, sir,' said the sexton, 'an' a 
dry 'un too, sir, as you say.' 

*Yes,' said George, 'it's all that. Could 
you get me a glass o' water ? An' maybe, after 
all that diggin', you wouldn't mind a glass o' 
beer yourself — eh ? ' 

' Thankee,' said the sexton, and old George, 
still turning over the leaves, drew a shilling 
from his pocket, and, without looking at the 
man, pushed it across the table. Now, the 
sexton was a fairly honest, dutiful sort of fellow, 
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and if the books had been old enough to have 
included an entry made before the great Eegis- 
tration Act came into being, he would probably 
have found strength equal to his day, and would 
have resisted his temptation. But he knew 
well enough that every entry these dusty old 
volumes held was snug and safe in Somerset 
House, there to be seen on payment of a 
shiUing ; and he felt, therefore, that there was 
no particular need to keep watch and ward 
over any respectable old party who wished to 
hunt out a certificate. And grave-digging on 
a hot summer's day is a thirsty occupation, 
and the sexton was dry. So he accepted the 
shilling with thanks, and having poured out a 
glass of rather stale water from the vicar's carafe, 
he put on his hat, and left ancient and unin- 
structed melodrama to its work. 

Old George, with a dreadful feverish haste, 
raced through the leaves until he reached the 
date he sought for. There was quite a glut of 
marriages that day, and he turned over a score 
of leaves before he reached the document for 
which he was running so much risk, and which 
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was, if he liad only known it, so absolutely 
useless. He had come prepared, and slipping 
from his pocket a thin metal rule, and a spe- 
cially sharpened pen-knife, he set the rule under 
the page, thrust it well up against the back of 
the volume, and at a single stroke of the keen 
blade severed the leaf. He folded it neatly, 
though he shook aguishly all the while, and 
put it in his pocket. Then he feigned to go on 
reading the certificates, that he might look 
natural when the sexton should return. 

By-and-by he came, rubbing a hand across 
his lips. 

' I can't find it,' said George, throwing him- 
self back a little, and wiping his forehead with 
his handkerchief. 

' Is there any evidence as the parties was 
married here, sir? 'asked the sexton, feeling 
himself bound to show a little interest in con- 
sideration of the tip. 

' It was allays took to be so,' said George. 

' An' it's quite sure as they was married in 
*49 or '50 ? ' 

' If they was married at all,' said George. 

VOL. II. B 
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He was in a dreadful tremor inside, but he felt 
bound to keep the pretence going and to de- 
part naturally. 

' Is there much dependin' on it, sir ? ' asked 
the sexton, beginning to lock up the books. 

'Two or three thousand,' said George, 
growing easier as the despoiled volume went 
out of sight. 

' You'll ha' to try Somerset House, sir,' the 
man said, turning the key in the lock. 

' What for ? ' asked George. 

' StiflScate o' marriage,' said the sexton. 
* All on 'em goes up to Somerset House, from 
every parish church in the land, sir.' 

George's head began to swim again, and 
once more his heart felt muffled and stifled in 
its beat. 

* Is all them,' he said stiffly and slowly, ' at 
Somerset House? — all them as I've been 
lookin' at ? ' 

' Yes, sir,' said the sexton, ' every one of 



^em.' 



' An ' can anybody see 'em ? ' 
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* Oh yes, sir, anybody. You'll ha' to pay a 
shillin', sir, that's all. Same as here, sir/ 

George, with shaky fingers, drew forth the 
fee. 

' I suppose,' he said with trebled despera- 
tion, *as you take great care of 'em here, 
though, for all that ? ' 

'Yes, sir,' replied the sexton, who was 
leading the way down the aisle by this time, 
swinging the keys in his hand. ' The law's 
very strict, sir. I b'heve it's transportation for 
life if anybody destroys a leaf.' 

George gave a husky little groan. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

History repeats itself. Here was old George 
travelling in young George's footsteps, and going 
clumsily about to commit a useless crime. 

It is only on a stage that a scoundrel, find- 
ing himself frustrated, can writhe and howl 
and shudder without attracting the attention 
of the bystanders. Whatever emotions he ex- 
perienced, old George dared show nothing, and 
he marched deaf and blind into the sunshine, 
and walked straight on without knowing or 
caring whither his footsteps led him. By-and- 
by he began to clear a little, and then he went 
into a meadow and cursed his day — not 
eloquently, but with thoroughness. He had 
always been a moral man on his own pecuHar 
lines, but he had naturally listened, more or 
less unwillingly, to a good deal of bad language 
in his time, and now he felt his knowledge 
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useful, and employed it to the full. If any 
stranger could have come suddenly upon this 
respectable, solid-looking old man, in spotless 
black broadcloth, hat of broadish brim, snow- 
white linen, and respectable grey whiskers, and 
could have heard his language, it might have 
startled him. But before old George had gone 
thrice through his stock of phrases — ^he was 
literally without invention — ^his head began to 
whirl, and his eyes saw nothing but a silvery 
mist with splashes in it of alternate ink and 
fire. More than anything else could have done 
his fear sobered him. He had been taking 
God's name in vain, horribly, and now perhaps 
he was going to die. More than once he had 
heard of sudden judgments. 

He crept back into the road again and 
walked towards the town, a Httle bent and 
blanched. He was getting on in years, and 
these violent emotional exercises break an old 
man a good deal. A sturdy walker who had 
kept himself well in exercise all his life long, 
he was yet right glad of the passing omnibus, 
for somehow his legs sseemed to-day to fail 
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him, and his feet were heavy on the dusty road. 
The second certificate was burned that night as 
the first had been, though he felt no sense of 
4xiumph as he burned it, but only one of aching 
terror and remorseful rage. 

Sitting by his lonely fireside — ^for even in 
cummer a fire is a necessity in the coal countries 
— ^he drank pretty freely, and at last, with his 
pipe in his hands and his feet on the fender, he 
fell asleep. And as he slept he dreamed 
a curious dream. He had gone forward in 
time, and it was the day when George Banks's 
term of imprisonment should expire. The 
dreamer was somehow invisible in a grey 
dream-mist, but in the same grey mist he saw 
a massive door, which he knew for the entrance 
to a prison, and about it were Ethel Donne, 
and Dinah, and young lawyer Keen. He knew, 
as people do in dreams, what brought them all 
there. They were waiting for the outcoming 
of the prisoner, and the prisoner was to come 
and claim his own. Old George, powerless 
and tongue-tied, waited in an agony for the 
door to open. After a long time it began to 
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move, slowly, slowly, slowly, and when at last 
it stood wide, he knew, with an incredible re^ 
vulsion of ease and joy, that the prisoner was 
lost, and that nobody in the prison had an idea 
of his whereabouts. 

The revulsion awoke the dreamer, and he 
sat up dazed and miserable. He mixed a fifth 
or sixth stiff* tumbler and drank it, for, like 
other men oppressed by care, he was beginning 
to fly to that false and foohsh solace. In time 
he drowsed again, and the dream came back 
precisely as before, and again the revulsion of 
feeling awoke him. This time a dim little light 
of hope seemed to accompany his waking, and 
he struggled to get back to sleep to dream it 
over again. Everybody knows that if you 
dream a thing three times it is sure to come 
true. But though the dream haunted him 
whilst he waked, it fled him when he slept. 
The fire burned out, and he awoke chill and 
desolate to find the chimney-piece clock mark- 
ing the unheard-of hour of half-past one. He 
went to bed oppressed by fears and remorses, 
and, tossing an aching head in the dark, tried 
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to force sleep and the dream back again. But 
all at once, as he tossed and tumbled, a very 
sunbeam of intelligence seemed suddenly to 
warm and light his mind, and he sat up and 
clasped his hands together. Then he sank 
back with a sigh of comfort. 

He would make the dream prophetic ! He 
would have it true ! 

Ay I and he saw his way to it. There was 
no hope of sleep for him that night, but as he 
lay and turned over his plan in his stiff-jointed 
mind, the clouded horizon seemed to lift more 
and more, peace came back to him — or pro- 
mised a return, at least — and his hold upon his 
fortune ^ew sure again. 

He was up with the first gleam of dawn, 
arranged his business, wrote a number of letters, 
packed a portmanteau, and started by the 
earliest train for London. 

Everybody has heard of Messrs. Croesus 
Brothers. They are leviathan financiers, help- 
ing to make wars, helping, when it pays them, 
to keep peace — and as powerful in either 
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directioa as Schouvaloff or Bismarck. They 
make loans to empires, and count their profits 
by tens of thousands. 

The junior partner, Sir Jonas Croesus, who 
had been a Cabinet minister, and was likely to 
take ofiice again when the political wheel 
should turn, was a grey and worn-looking man, 
with a face of singular kindness and honesty. 
He was a Jew by descent, and by habit a 
Christian. He was probably meant by nature 
for a philanthropist, but he was a financier on 
a large scale to begin with, and latterly he had 
spent a dozen years or so in Parliament, in hot 
fight for ofiice most of the time, and he had 
grown somewhat hardened. But though a Jew 
and a financier and a post-Cabinet minister, and 
as hard as nails in politics and business, he 
was a good-hearted creature, and was even 
something of a sentimentahst at bottom. 

Croesus Brothers were old George's London 
agents, and he was known to them as a sound 
and reputable business man, whose affairs stood 
on a big basis. He had never come into per- 
sonal contact with either of the partners, but 
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he was known to them in advance, and he sent 
in his name with some certainty of being at- 
tended to. 

' Sir Jonas will see you, sir,' said an elderly 
clerk, when Mr. Bushell had waited for a 
minute or two. George followed the clerk 
into a comfortable room where sat Sir Jonas at 
a knee-table with docketed papers on it, and 
an ivory mouth-pieced tube which ran into the 
floor. The country man of business was a 
little siurprised, was even a little dashed, to see 
such trifling signs of work about. He had 
vaguely expected a tangled growth of tubes, a 
half-dozen telegraphic machines, and a dis- 
orderly well of papers — Bank of England notes 
and acceptances from Eothschild. 

' D^, sir,' said Sir Jonas, nodding him to a 
seat. 

George needed more than this to help him 
out. He was here on an impudent enterprise, 
intending no less than to hoodwink this great 
financier, and make a cat's-paw of him ; and when 
he saw the lofty grey head and the sagacious 
eyes of the man, he repented of his coming. 
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Sir Jonas made pencil marks on various papers 
and looked at home. George cleared his 
throat, and the great man glanced at him. 

*My arrand, Sir Jonas,' said the wooden 
George in his woodenest manner, ' is not what 
you may call strictly on business. I want a 
introduction to the Seckitary o' State for the 
Home Department.' 

' Oh ! ' said Sir Jonas, ' Will you meet me 
at five this afternoon, at my house ? In busi- 
ness hours I attend to business only. Day, Mr. 
Bushell. At five.' 

Sir Jonas went on making pencil notes on 
papers, and old George retired. He felt abashed 
and defeated, though he told himself that it 
was ridiculous to suppose that such a man as 
Sir Jonas could devote his business hours to 
the discussion and furtherance of other people's 
private affairs. But he half-fancied his scheme 
pierced through already by the sagacious eyes 
of the great financier, and he went hot and cold, 
whilst beneath his black kid gloves his palms 
perspired. He shook himself out of these 
foohsh fears, but they came back again, and he 
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had no appetite for the solid old-English dinner 
to which he sat down at a Strand restaurant at 
two o'clock in the afternoon. In the course of 
many years of prosperity he had learned to 
appreciate claret, and he took a bottle of the 
best the place afforded, and felt a shade more 
comfortable. Then he smoked a long clay 
gravely and sipped coffee and read the papers 
until half-past four, and, having paid his reck- 
oning, walked off solidly in the direction of 
Grosvenor Square, looking the picture of 
country commercial soundness and rectitude. 
He timed himself so as to reach Sir Jonas's 
house at five o'clock to the minute, and, being 
admitted, was ushered into a shady library 
which had a scent of cigar smoke about it 
perceptible even to a smoker. Enter Sir Jonas 
with a cigar between his lips, his waistcoat a 
little open, and his feet in beaded slippers. 

' An introduction to the Home Secretary ? ' 
he said, as if renewing a conversation broken 
off half a minute before. * May I know your 
object?' 

' Why, yes,' said George with a slow wooden- 
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ness wliich looked like hesitance. ' You may. 
Sir Jonas. I want to make an appeal to the 
clemency o' the Crown.' 

' In whose behalf? ' 

'In the behalf of a young man named 
George Banks as was my private seckitary, Sir 
Jonas.' 

' Yes ? What are the circumstances ? ' 

*He forged my name for three hunderd 
pounds,' said old George, with a cold desperation 
which made itself heard in his voice and seen 
in his face. * He was tried an' found guilty, an' 
he was sentenced to two 'ears' imprisonment*' 

' How long since ? ' 

* Six months ago.' 

The wicked old schemer's voice quivered, 
and the great financier asked himself, ' A senti- 
mentalist behind that mask of wood ? ' for 
being a sentimentalist himself, and a stern man 
of business into the bargain, he despised senti- 
ment — ^until it touched him. 

' Have you any doubt about his guilt ? ' he 
asked. 

'Not the least i' the world,' responded 
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George. *No — ^he was guilty.' He saw how 
absurd it would be to attempt to forward his 
case by any doubt of young Geoi^e's gmlt. 
But his voice sounded miserable and reluctant 
when he admitted it. 

'Are there extenuating circumstances?* 
asked Sir Jonas. 'You must have something 
to go on.' 

' Perhaps,' said Georgie, ' you'll be so good. 
Sir Jonas, as gi'e me a minute to tell all about 
it' 

' Certainly,' replied the great man. ' Be 
seated.' 

Whilst old George slowly seated himself, 
Sir Jonas touched the spring blind and let a 
sudden flood of summer light into the room. 
This disconcerted the visitor mightily, and his 
face was troubled. 

' The fellow's in earnest,' thought Sir Jonas, 
and, seating himself, nodded at his visitor to 
signify attention. The sagacious eyes looked 
straight at George and discomfited him so that 
he was fain to hang his head, and a generally 
furtive aspect laid hold upon him, and his voice 
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shook a little. All this told in his favour, for 
he seemed to the listener to be moved in behalf 
of the man whose cause he seemed to plead. 

'He was a smart young feller/ he said shakily 
and huskily, * an' he belonged to decent folks as 
was pretty well-to-do. He was a clerk i' my 
office, and I took a fancy to him an' promoted 
him to be my private seckitary. Then he got i' 
trouble with a money- lendin' feller of the name o' 
Curtice, and was very hard drove by him. At 
the time I prosecuted I didn't know as he ex- 
pected to be able to replace the money in a 
week or two, but I've found out sence as he had 
a good prospect o' doin' so.' 

This was a lie and a mere coincidence. Old 
George knew nothing of Erebus. 

*He was tempted very hard, an' he ex- 
pected to be able to pay back,' he went on, his 
furtive, shamefaced, hangdog look, and his 
husky voice making him almost eloquent to the 
financier's good heart. ' Of course, I'm not a- 
sayin' as that's an excuse. Sir Jonas ; but look 
at what he lost. His father was well-to-do, an' 
now he'll cut him off. He was goin' to be 
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married to a nice young gell as owned a freehold 
farm an' other property. An' all that aside, Sir 
Jonas, two 'ears must be allowed to be a very 
hot sentence for a first offence.' 

' Who was the judge who tried the case ? ' 
asked Sir Jonas. 

' Mr. Justice Wormould,' said old George. 

' Wormould is severe,' said Sir Jonas — ' un- 
doubtedly severe. I have had my attention 
attracted to one or two cases in which, as it 
appeared to me, he leaned rather to the side of 
strict justice than of a mercy which, might be 

wiser. But in this case, Mr. Bushell ' He 

paused and fidgeted. He wanted to shake old 
George by the hand, but he would not so have 
betrayed himself for the world. 

' I wouldn't be so cruel,' said George, with 
renewed tremor as he approached the nucleus 
of his plot, * as t' ask the Seckitary to throw the 
poor lad loose o' the world without a prospect. 
What I say is, Let him have a chance. Now, 
I've got correspondents in Australia, Sir Jonas, 
an' my object is to give him a passage out, an' 
a letter of recommendation, tellin' the wull story 
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plain an' straight ' — he saw that that touch was 
needful — *an' perhaps a hunderd pounds to 
begin again with/ 

The great financier sprang from his chair and 
shook the country man of business by the hand. 

' Mr. Bushell/ he said with warmth, ' rely 
upon my influence.' 

Mr. Bushell's face went crimson and then 
went grey. 

' I'm very much obliged to you, I'm siure, 
Sir Jonas,' he said, more hoarsely than ever, and 
Sir Jonas gave a renewal of the grip before he 
dropped his hand. But old George had not yet 
reached the actual hub of the wheel of design, 
and detection was possible even now. It was 
a bold plan. He went on anxiously. ' Theer's 
still one thing, Sir Jonas, if you'll forgive my 
mention on it. I'm in a pretty big way o' 
business, an' I've got five-and-thirty clerks i' my 
empl'y, and three or four hunderd men. Now, 
if it got to be known as I'd took a step to free 
this young man, the consequences might be 
dangerous. As it is, he's took for a example, 
an' I mek no doubt he's talked about for such. 

VOL. II. P 
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Now, much as I wish it, I can't move i' this 
matter if it is to get into the papers an' be 
known fur an' wide.' 

' Do good by stealth, and blush to find it 
fame ! ' said Sir Jonas to himself. ' This man 
is a Christian ! A gentleman at heart ! A 
jewel of a fellow ! ' The jewel of a fellow 
waited with bitter anxiety and fear. 

' Do you think,' he ventured to say after a 
pause, * as that 'ud be possible ? ' 

* I cannot say what view the Home Secretary 
may take of the matter, Mr. Bushell,' said Sir 
Jonas, walking up and down with his hands 
behind him, * but I can at least promise that your 
benevolent scheme shall not suffer at my hands; 
If you will allow me, I will see the Secretary 
this evening. I shall meet him at the House, 
and will do my best to secure you an interview.' 

* Thank you, Sir Jonas,' said old George. 

* George Banks,' said Sir Jonas, bending 
above the table, pen in hand, and writing as 
he spoke. * Private secretary to Mr. George 
Bushel]. Tried for forgery before Mr. Justice 
Wormould, Where ? * 
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* Stafford/ said George. 

* When ? ' asked Sir Jonas as he wrote. 

* First o' Febiwerry last,' George answered. 

* Good.' Sir Jonas laid the sheet of note- 
paper upon a blotting-pad, folded it, and set his 
hand upon it. ' You wiU excuse me now, Mr. 
Bushell. Where shall I write to you ? ' 

' I shall stop i' town,' said George, ^ until I've 
seen the Seckitary for the Home Department.* 
He named his hotel, and Sir Jonas, again shaking 
him warmly by the hand, escorted him to the 
door and saw him off in person. 

' That dull old fellow is an honour to human 
nature,' said Sir Jonas. 

* I didn't think,' said the dull old fellow as 
he walked away, ' as I should ha' got round him 
anythin' like so easy.' 

Sir Jonas saw the Home Secretary that 
evening in the smoking-room of the House, 
and laid George Bushell's story before him. 
The official had that day been greatly tried by 
a circumstance which made him glad to be 
lenient. A man somewhere in the North of 
England had been found guilty of murder and 
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sentenced to death. Strenuous efforts had been 
made to obtain a reprieve, and the Home 
Secretary had gone through a most unpleasant 
time. He had conscientiously examined the 
evidence ; he made all reasonable inquiry ; he 
would willingly have leaned to mercy's side had 
it been possible, but he was compelled in 
conscience to let the sentence take effect. The 
man had been hanged that morning, and had 
died protesting his innocence, and the Home 
Secretary had read his protest in the early 
editions of the evening papers. He was sure he 
had done his best to be just — he believed the 
sentence deserved — ^but, after all, there was a 
doubt in his mind — the merest shadow, and 
yet enough. 

The most impartial of judges and best of men 
are apt to be affected in this way. 

'Wormould has a heavy hand,' he said, 
when he had heard the story through. * But 
two years even for a first offence is not an un- 
heard-of sentence.' 

' I suppose not,' said Sir Jonas. ' But I 
wish you could see the man. And life is not so 
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gracious a business that it is worth while to 
stifle anybody's generous impulses except on 
good reason/ 

' No/ said the Secretary with a half-laugh. 
* Except on good reason. This sort of thmg is 
really not so rare as you seem to fancy. Pro- 
secutors relent when they have gone too far, 
and think they can stop the judicial machine by 
laying a finger on the fly-wheel.' 

' You figuring as the fly-wheel ? ' said Sir 
Jonas. 

' Precisely,' the Secretary answered. 

' Will you see the man ? I shall take it as 
a personal favour.' 

'If you put it in that way,' said the 
Secretary. 

* Yes, I put it in that way,' said Sir Jonas. 

* Pm horribly busy.' 

* Busier than I am ? ' asked the great 
financier. 

The Secretary smiled. 

' You have the man's address ? ' 

* Of course,' said Sir Jonas. * He is within 
a mile of us. Come! the fight downstairs 
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won't begin for a couple of hours. Shall I send 
for him now ? ' 

'If you will.' 

Sir Jonas addressed a brief note to George 
Bushell, Esq., and despatched a messenger by 
cab. Old George, when he came to think about 
it, had been comforted by his interview with Sir 
Jonas, and had taken a glass or two of whisky 
on the strength of it. When the messenger 
arrived with the note, he began to be afraid that 
he was scarcely fit to see a Home Secretary, 
or be seen by one; but, having sluiced his 
head and face with fair water, he felt better, 
and, joining the messenger, was driven to the 
Palace of Westminster. 

Now, the Home Secretary — as Sir William 
Harcourt knows — is an important personage, 
and for any criminal person, with a possibiUty 
of penal servitude for Ufe hanging over him, to 
approach so great a functionary with intent 
to make a cat's-paw of him, is an act of 
amazing boldness, possibly of amazing 
rashness, possibly of astounding folly. This 
consideration began to weigh heavily upon 
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George's mind, and, when the Bude light 
became visible at the top of the great tower, its 
very rays seemed to pierce him as with darts of 
anguish. But he lacked the courage to run 
away, and, indeed, he stood condemned to go 
through with the business now. And why 
should anybody suspect him? Why should 
anybody look for an evil motive behind such 
a promise of benevolence? Who was likely 
to guess his relationship with the criminal? 
Vague, horrible fears that the Home Secretary 
might be personally acquainted with all the 
archives of Somerset House in detail assailed 
the miserable old schemer, and a hundred other 
fears, as foohsh and as visionary, chilled him to 
the marrow as he followed the messenger into 
the strange precincts of the House, where, for 
anything old George knew to the contrary, 
there might be torture-chambers. 

Sir Jonas, valuing time too highly to endure 
George's drawl, told the story for him, appeal- 
ing to him now and then with a ' That is so, 
Mr.Bushell?' 

'That is so,' George answered to each of 
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these inquities, and his heart seemed gradually 
to come back to him. But Sir Jonas did not 
insist on privacy, and George broke in with 
hang-dog furtive air, standing hat in hand in a 
corner of the smoking-room. * Theer's another 
thing. Sir Jonas, as youVe forgot to mention.' 

'What is that?' 

' I can't move i' this matter at all, if any. 
body's to know as I had a hand in it, or if it's 
to get into the papers as the young man hasn't 
served his sentence.' 

' Do good by stealth, and blush to find it 
fame,' Sir Jonas whispered behind his hand. 

'I've got thirty-five clerks i' my empl'y,' 
George went on, repeating his argument of 
that afternoon, ' an' some hunderds o' work- 
men, an' it 'ud be a bad example. I should 
fear to set it.' 

' Well said,' cried Sir Jonas. 

The great official said urbanely that the 
case should have his best attention. The judge 
who tried the case must be consulted, and the 
chaplain and governor of the gaol must report 
on the criminal's conduct and condition. The 
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step suggested was a grave one, and must not 
be taken hastily. The proposal reflected the 
very greatest credit on Mr. Bushell's heart. 
And, in brief, it was plain even to old George 
himself that this most insolent and audacious 
of schemes was in a fair way to success. 

He gave his home address, took a respect- 
ful leave, and went back to his hotel ; elated, 
yet shuddering. If his motive should be dis- 
covered ? 

Yet, a man will willingly endure a great 
deal for a quarter of a million of money, and 
brother Joseph's quarter of a million had taken 
root in George's soul. He would rather have 
died than have surrendered it. 

Every now and again it occurred to him 
that it might be that all the trouble he had 
taken, and the danger he had incurred, were 
unnecessary; but his fears goaded him, and 
the thinnest shadow of dreadful chance struck 
terror to his soul. He returned now to the 
Black Country, and was tried by the agony of 
the law's delay for three dreary weeks. At 
the end of that time he received an official note 
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informing him that his prayer was granted, 
and that, except for the necessary publication 
through the ordinary official channels, which, 
of course, could not possibly be dispensed with, 
his desire for secrecy would be respected. The 
reservation stabbed him like a knife. 

'Theer's nothin' for it,' he said, sitting in 
his armchair and staring stupidly at the fire, 
* but to get him out o' the country wi' a rush, 
an' so ha' done wi' it.' 

The official note inclosed an authorisation 
to visit the prisoner, and intimated besides that 
the revised term of the prisoner's durance 
would expire in a month's time within a day 
or two. 

' I'll goo an' see him,' said George, ' this 
very day.' But, as he rose in blind haste to 
forward his scheme, that dreadful swimming in 
the head from which he had twice or thrice 
suffered came back upon him. He saw nothing 
but a silvery mist, with splashes in it of alter- 
nate ink and fire, and he sank into his seat and 
lost consciousness. 
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CHAPTER XVn, 

There was a pious warder in the gaol in which 
young George was confined, and one night, as 
he locked the prisoner up, he threw in a word 
in season. 

* There's a worse prison than this, young 
man,' said the pious warder. 

' What's that ? ' said the prisoner. He was 
a good deal reduced by prison diet, for one 
thing, and he was not too proud to speak to 
anybody. And besides, except the chaplain, 
nobody had ever offered him a civil word. So 
he answered quite briskly, and in a tone of 
interest, ' What's that ? ' 

* Hell ! ' said the pious warder, and closed 
the door. 

George, as this theological bullet struck 
him, leaped to his feet and cried out to the 
•unhearing walls and the iron door, though he 
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took care not to speak until the door was 
closed. 

' Insolent cad ! ' Then, being weakened by 
prison diet — for as yet he was new to its 
effects, and had not even begun to experience 
its tonic influence — ^he sat down by his little 
bit of gaslight, and began to cry. The way of 
transgressors is hard, and he felt the hardship 
without fully recognising himself as a trans- 
gressor. He was ill-used. It was such a 
ridiculous absurdity to suppose that a man in 
his position, and with his prospects, should have 
meant to rob anybody of three hundred pounds. 
A fool as gross as ignorance made drunk could 
scarcely think it — the idea was so monstrously 
and palpably absurd. And yet people actually 
did think it, and as a consequence he was here, 
condemned to two years' imprisonment, a felon, 
branded for life, lost, friendless, hopeless. And 
nobody pitied him, nobody thought how hor- 
ribly unlucky he was; nobody guessed how 
honourable and high-minded he really was at 
bottom. K he wept under the burden of these 
reflections and the shock of the warder's inso- 
lence, what wonder ? 
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Since his entry to the gaol he had been 
admirably subordinate, partly through policy, 
and perhaps a little because he was prone by 
nature to avoid resisting strong things. Here 
authority, though calm, was strong enough to 
have cowed a much more pugnacious nature. 
George's valour was essentially discreet, and he 
made a model prisoner. The Chaplain had 
heard good reports of him, and, as luck would 
have it, he paid his first real visit to his new 
charge whilst George was crying. He had 
gone formally into his cell once before, and 
had dropped a text or two, but now he came 
prepared with all the weapons of Gospel agri- 
culture, to plough and sow and harrow the 
criminars soul. 

The door opened, and the forger sat with 
his head in his hands, weeping. The door 
closed again, and the Chaplain and the prisoner 
were alone. George knew him by his legs, and 
had no need to look up to recognise him. The 
Chaplain's were the only black broadcloth 
trousers in the prison. 

* I am glad,' said the Chaplain, * to find you 
softened by your chastisement.* 
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The prisoner's gorge arose, but lie said 
nothing. Softened ? Why should anybody be 
glad to find him softened, victim of injustice 
and ill-fortune as he was ? 

* The time already afforded you for reflec- 
tion,' pursued the Chaplain, ' has been brief, 
and that which remains before you is long. I 
implore you to make good use of it.' 

Now, there was a double insult, and George 
was quick to see and feel both edges of it. 

' The object of punishment ' — so the Chap- 
lain flowed on — ' is twofold. In one aspect it 
is strictly punitive. In another it tends to 
reformation. Here you have time to consider 
your past misdeeds, and to make and strengthen 
holy resolutions for the futiure.' 

' Canting hound ! ' said the prisoner to him- 
self. ' What sort of resolutions would he make 
if he were here ? ' 

But the Chaplain habitually set the weapons 
of Gospel agriculture to work on stony ground, 
and would not have been much discouraged 
even if the prisoner had spoken his thoughts 
aloud. He went on, business-like, with truths 
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trite enough, but no less true on that account, 
to set the enormity of the prisoner's offence 
before him. Then he told him how unhappy- 
he was, and at this period in his harangue the 
hearer's tears fell fast. He told the miserable 
George how he had sacrificed the substance of 
happiness and prosperity for the mere shadow 
of a fleeting joy ; and when George sobbed in 
answer, the Chaplain warmed to his text and 
grew nearly eloquent. And the more eloquent 
the Chaplain grew, the more the criminal was 
affected ; and the more the prisoner was affected, 
the more the Chaplain was stirred to effort. 
He was a thoroughly good man, pious and in 
earnest, and we all like an appreciative listener. 
The criminal cried at the exhortation, and the 
exhorter naturally felt well disposed to him, as 
you would feel to me if I laughed at your comic 
story, and shed tears at your strokes of narra- 
tive pathos, brother-novehst. 

George himself began to think the Chaplain, 
within hmits, an appreciative sort of man ; and 
when, beneath the prisoner's tears and its own 
eloquence, the exhorting voice began to shake 
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and to grow a little husky, the criminal mur- 
mured that. he felt the value of sympathy, and 
would think of the good advice which had been 
given him. 

The Chaplain in parting shook him by the 
hand and left a tract behind him. That sort of 
literature had never had any charms for the 
criminal until now, but anythingf is better than 
nothing, and he read the tract and took an 
interest in it, and read it so often, for sheer 
want of something better to do, that he knew it 
almost by rote when the good man next visited 
him. And if on future occasions he humbugged 
the Chaplain, he began by humbugging him- 
self. Every man but the greatest has a little of 
the chameleon in him, and takes his colour 
from surroundings. Young curates coming up to 
town and meeting old college chums in bachelor 
chambers have been known in the course of a 
day or two to throw off something of the 
restraint of habitual piety, to drink bitter beer 
once again, and to take a bashful hand at six- 
penny napoleon. It is within living memory 
that the late Mr. Peace told the chaplain of the 
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gaol within which he suffered the final penalty 
of the law that he — ^Peace — would show the 
Chaplain how a Christian could die. Impres- 
sionable human nature! — not altogether de- 
ceived, nor more than nine-tenths deceiving. 

And so, on a sudden, this young man be- 
came quite a model of Christian propriety. 
He forgave John Keen and all his other ene- 
mies; he admitted the justice of the sentence 
which had been passed upon him, and out of 
the depths of his regeneration he wrote a letter 
to Dinah, a letter so pious and edifying that the 
Chaplain consented to let it go, and, by the 
Governor's permission, posted it with his own 
hands. In that epistle he set before his sup- 
posed sister the manner in which he had become 
converted from the error of his ways, and 
besought her also to seek the cleansing fountain 
in which he had been sanctified. Poor Dinah 
was spared the misery of reading this effu- 
sion. The local postmaster returned it to 
the gaol, marked in red ink, * Gone. Left no 
address.' 

No. 32, B Corridor, became a sort of model 
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prisoner, and was in the main treated with 
great kindness. The pious warder even went 
so far as to supplement his rations — against all 
rule — ^with bottles of warm tea and wedges of 
pork pie, the which 32 of B Corridor gratefiilly 
received and disposed of. And when at length, 
beneath the seal of official secrecy, the inquiries 
prompted by old George Bushell were made 
by the Home Department, the Governor and 
the Chaplain were both honestly pleased that a 
young fellow who showed snch sincere desire 
for amendment seemed Ukely to have another 
chance in the world. Their reports were emi- 
nently favourable to the prisoner, who, as a 
matter of course, knew nothing of the nego- 
tiations. 

The benevolent employer, awaking from 
his swoon, found himself chilled to the very 
marrow, and so weak that he could scarcely 
rise from his chair. For a while he was not 
sure that he had not fallen asleep after reading 
the official letter; but as he grew clearer, he 
remembered that he had fallen suddenly back 
with an awful swimming in the head, and his 
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fears once more got hold of Mm. Four-and- 
twenty years ago and more, so his dull con- 
science now recalled him to the truth, he had 
begun to plot against his nephew, only with 
the faintest hope that the plot might be suc- 
cessful. All these years Nemesis had slum- 
bered, and now was upon him. He was going 
to be punished for his wickedness. These 
visitations frightened him, for they came in 
answer to his sins. Well, then, he would make 
all straight and right again — ^would make full 
restitution — ^when he died. In the meantime, 
surely, no Deity could be displeased by his 
benevolence to a young man who had so 
shamefully betrayed his trust. He would be 
good to young Banks, and free him from prison, 
and give him a new chance in the world, and 
money to start with, two hundred pounds 
instead of one — an ample provision. And then 
he would make a new will, and in place of 
founding the great Bushell Hospital and Insti- 
tute in its projected entirety, he would bequeath 
everything his brother Joseph had left behind 
him to Dinah, its rightful owner. Surely, 

o 2 
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thought the old sinner, tremulous now and full 
of fears, that was enough to do. Surely that 
put a new complexion on the matter, and 
made his plot pious. If his own conscience 
could not see a flaw in the new scheme, might 
he not believe or hope that the flaw went un- 
seen? There was one thing about which he 
Wiis absolutely certain. He had never meant 
to be a wicked man, and if circumstances 
tempted him too strongly to be resisted now, it 
was in his power to do justice at the end. 
Even in the meantime he was acting benevo- 
lently to the criminal George. He, at least, 
was not at present entitled to a penny of the 
money, and a year and a half of imprisonment 
lay before him, apart from the self-excusing, 
self-accusing old rascal's interference. 

I am ashamed to have wasted so many 
words on so simple an analysis. Everybody 
knows how to cheat his conscience. 

Tremulous still, and looking old and haggard, 
he began his preparations for his journey. He 
wrote and despatched instructions to the 
managing clerk at his offices, with respect to 
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some hitherto unarranged affairs, filled a pocket 
flask with whisky as a guard against any new 
attack of faint ness, and, walking to the railway 
station, was borne away. People who met him 
noticed his haggard pallid looks, and said to 
one another that old Bushell was ageing fast 
and beginning to break up. He felt it himself, 
though he set down much of it to his late con- 
tinuous anxiety, and looked forward to a rapid 
recovery when its cause should have disap- 
peared. 

The journey was not a lengthy one, and 
the sunhght was lying hot and white upon the 
main street of the country town when he 
reached it. But now a great reluctance to go 
near the gaol fell upon him, and he walked 
down the shady side of the road with new 
tremors and misgivings, all undefined, and pro- 
bably the worse to bear on that account. He 
was imknown to the few unoccupied residents 
who gazed idly after him, but all faces looked 
suspicious to him in his timorous mood, and 
everybody seemed to know his errand. The 
sexton's statement oppressed him, and he felt 
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what a very awkward thing it was for a man 
who had a possible sentence of transportation 
for Ufe hanging over him to put his head 
inside a gaol. But the thing had to be done, 
and when the road was quite clear of observers, 
he advanced to the massive gate — the very gate 
he had seen in his dream, though he had never 
beheld it with bodUy eyes before — and rang 
the bell. The echoes went clanging and tingling 
about the hollow courtyard, and a warder 
opened a side door and demanded to know his 
business. 

* Tek my card in to the Governor,' said 
old George, with shaky pomposity. 'I'm the 
bearer of a letter from the Home Seckitary, and 
I want to see him.' 

* Walk in, sir,' said the warder respectfully, 
and the visitor obeyed. How the startled 
echoes clanged and tingled through the hollow 
court when the warder slammed the soHd little 
door ! 

The warder, having called a fellow official, 
gave him Mr. Bushell's card, with instructions 
to take it to the Governor ; and then, inviting 
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the visitor to be seated, mopped his forehead 
and said it was a roaster. Old George assented 
and looked at the ornaments on the wall, all 
of which were disagreeably suggestive of strong 
durance. After what seemed a long pause, 
hea^^ footsteps set the echoes going in the 
courtyard again, and the messenger reappeared* 

* The Governor's compliments, sir, and will 
you walk this way.' 

Out into the open, yard, then through a 
heavy door — ^which the warder unlocked — ^into 
a corridor, then through another door into a 
lengthier corridor. All the doors, old George 
noticed with an uncomfortable creepiness in the 
region of the spine, closed with a snap behind — 
and now, if the Secretary of State had pierced 
his plan from the first, how safe they had him ! 
That was all nonsense, and he knew it, but he 
shivered at it. He was reheved when, having 
traversed the whole length of the gaol, they 
came upon another open space, tm-fed and not 
paved this time, and beyond it the Governor's 
house, looking solid and prison-hke, but still a 
little more cheerful and less terrible than the 
living grave behind. 
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The Governor was not in the least official 
in appearance — a grey, elderly gentleman, with 
a cordial look and manner. He received his 
visitor with something more than courtesy, and 
shook hands as if he were pleased to see him. 
The fact was that he had heard of old George's 
amazing goodness, and, being himself of a 
kindly nature, was much impressed by the 
story. It is not every day in the year that a 
man who has been so ill-repaid for the affection 
wasted on a protege chooses to act in this 
Christian spirit of forgiveness. 

* At present,' said the Governor, * the young 
man is of course unprepared. Perhaps, Mr. 
Bushell, you would like to carry him the news 
of your own benevolence, eh ? ' 

* I should like to see him, certainly,' said 
old George, * an' maybe to say a solemn word 
to him. You see, Mister, what a mistake it 
'ud be if he was to be let out impenitent after 
all.' He was so falling into the part, that he 
began to regard all sides of it quite naturally. 
Those fears of possible detection had been 
purely nervous, and had not assailed his reason : 
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or at least he told himself so, now, when he 
saw the Governor so friendly. ' They was all 
mere foolery, of course,' said he to himself. 

'Well, you know, Mr. Bushell,' said the 
Governor with a half-laugh, * a prisoner's peni- 
tence is a thing the quality of which it is very 
diflEicult to judge until you see it actually worn 
and tried outside. "The devil was sick" — 
you know. And I dare say,' added the Gover- 
nor, * that while the sickness lasted, his peni- 
tence was real enough. That's the way with 
'em here.' 

' Ah ! ' said George, wondering what the 
man was talking about ; ' so I should suppose. 
So I should suppose.' 

' At the same time, I must tell you that the 
Chaplain thinks very favourably of the young 
man.' 

' Ah ? ' said George. ' That's well. That's 
weU.' 

The schemer's hair was grey, his face was 
coming to be a good deal seamed and furrowed, 
it was pale just now, and had a worn look on it ; 
immobile as the old rascal was, it was plainly to 
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be seen that he had suffered. His dull, slow 
speech, his almost expressionless front, with only 
that look of late pain upon it, had^more effect 
than could easily have been fancied. The man 
looked so simple and genuine, not at all like a 
schemer against his protSge. A woodenly bene- 
volent, good, stupid, slow creature ! There is 
even a mournful admiring tenderness, a tinge 
of pathos, in one's thoughts concerning him. 

* Would you like to see the Chaplain ? ' 
asked the Governor. 

'Well,' said George dehberately, 'I don't 
know as it mightn't be as well.' 

' Or perhaps,' said the Governor, ' you'd 
like to see the young fellow himself first ? ' 

* Well,' returned George, * I don't know as I 
shouldn't. Yes,' he added with a most in- 
voluntary sigh, * 111 get that over.' 

' Very well, Mr. Bushell. Come this way, 
if you please.' 

George followed the Governor back into the 
gaol, and as he did so the nervous feelings he 
had been able to despise a few minutes ago 
returned upon him. It was not easy to despise 
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them now. Suppose there should be something 
in them, after all! Old George in gaol pre- 
cincts, with the knowledge of his own criminal 
acts within him, was not the man to be happy 
in his mind. A warder went before. them un- 
locking the doors, and fastening them behind, 
and at last he and they came to Corridor B and 
then to door 32, and this being opened revealed 
the figure of a man at whom the benevolent 
intruder looked with no recognition. The 
Eightfiil Heir, with sleek cropped head and 
clean-shaven face, looked up and knew his late 
employer ; but the young George was so altered 
by his prison dress, and by the prison shears 
and razor, that the old man might have looked 
at him for five minutes without guessing who 
he was. The prisoner sprang to his feet, and, 
with head a little bent, stood in attitude of 
attention. 

* Banks,' said the Governor, ' this gentleman 
desires to speak to you. I hope that what he 
has to say will make a proper impression on 
you.' 

Now, the prisoner was making rapid pro- 
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gress towards spiritual perfection. He had 
forgiven all his enemies, theoretically, and he 
had cidtivated all his own evil passions out of 
himself. For a month or two past he had been 
quite saintly, and had taken the deepest interest 
in his own spiritual symptoms. Yet he did rile 
up a little at old George's intrusion, and as the 
intruder walked into his cell the criminal's 
newly-holy soul went bilious on a sudden. For 
he remembered yet — he had never meant to 
swindle his employer — he had only tried to 
borrow for a month or two without asking 
leave, and he had been very harshly treated. 
He had prayed to be able to forgive old George, 
but human nature is fallible, and when he saw 
him he had no forgiveness for him. 

* Do you wish your interview to be abso- 
lutely private, Mr. Bushell ? ' asked the Governor, 
withdrawing him a little towards the door. 

' I think I'd rather,' said old George slowly. 
He meant to finish there, but perhaps a shade 
of disapproval or disappointment in the Gover- 
nor's face, perhaps a half-fi:ightened desire to 
propitiate him, made him remould the phrase. 
' I think I'd rather as you was with us.' 
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The Governor was a little curious, and the 
situation was interesting. 

* I shall be most happy/ he returned. 
' Wait there/ he said to the warder, * until I 
tap the door, and then unlock it.' 

He closed the cell-door with a snap, and 
old George started at it. It had a strange 
quick sound upon the ear, that click of a prison 
lock, as I have before noticed, and even an 
undetected criminal may very well jump a little 
at it. But disturbed as he was, he recognised 
his private secretary now, and began to string 
himself up for the work which lay before him. 

' Mr. Banks,' he said with laboured deli- 
beration, * I've come to see you on a most im- 
portant matter — a matter as concerns you very 
deeply. You've had tune, sence you was here, to 
think things over, an' I hope you've done it, an' 
as you've begim to see things in their proper light.' 

The criminal with downward glance mur- 
mured to the effect that he hoped so and believed 
so. He was near the truth in one respect, though 
unconsciously — for he loathed old George, and 
trembled with anger at the sight of him. 

'I'm willin' to hope so, also,' said the 
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Wrongful Heir, ' willin' an' eager. I'm glad to 
hear from the Governor of this gaol as the 
Chaplain beUeves as you're sincerely penitent.' 

' I trust I am,' said the Eightful Heir. 

* I'm here as your sincere friend, Mr. Banks,' 
the Wrongful Heir resumed. ' I dare say as 
you've thought many-a-time what an ill-judged 
thing it was you did, let alone the wickedness 
on it. I suppose, now, as you've found the pun- 
ishment pretty heavy ? ' 

' I have deserved it all, sir,' said detected 
criminality, playing to the Governor, but his 
inward speech was unreportable. 

The undetected criminal flowed on. 

'You've had time afore now to think o' 
what you've parted with through folly. Your 
chances was bright. You'd ha' been well-to-do 
an' respected now if it hadn't ha' been for that. 
You'd very like ha' been settled down an' mar- 
ried afore to-day, for I know what your pros- 
pects was.' 

The detected criminal began to weep, for 
mingled rage and pity of himself. The unde- 
tected criminal continued. 
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' I'm glad to see as you feel your position 
that keen, Mr. Banks/ 

Oh, the surging rage and self-pity in the 
little soul 1 A storm in a tea-cup ! Ay, but the 
vessel trembled, and was like to break with it. 

* I took a likin' to you from the first,' old 
George went on, encouraged by the effect of 
his own oratory, and somehow, in a dim sort of 
way, feeling himself wronged and magnanimous, 
* an' you can't help allowin' as I did my best to 
push you for'ards. I was forced to prosecute, 
because it was a public dooty, but now you've 
been punished, an' I'm not desirous of no 
revenge upon you, not though I used to like 
you, an' you played me fause.' 

What was this ? the prisoner asked himself 
with a heart that fluttered in his breast, Uke a 
flag in the wind. What was it ? 

'So I've used my influence,' said the old 
scoundrel, 'with the 'Ome Seckitary, an' he's 
consented to redooce your sentence.' 

The young scoundrel dropped on the side 
of his bed, which stood half-way retired in a 
niche in the wall. His head and the wall came 
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pretty sharply in contact, or he would probably 
have fainted with amazement and the revulsion 
of his feeling towards old George. He could 
scarce believe his eyes and ears. 

' Banks,' said the Governor, who was moved 
within by this strange interview, though he was 
too self-possessed to show it, ' I trust that never 
so long as you live you will allow the memory 
of this generous forgiveness to fade from your 
mind.' 

The prisoner was too amazed and agitated 
to say a word. 

* I allays liked you,' said old George, ' an' I 
allays took a interest in you. An' now I've 
empl'yed my influence along wi' my friend Sir 
Jonas Croesus,' — this had, as it was meant to 
have, a certain weight with the Governor, — 
* an' I've had an interview along of the 'Ome 
Seckitary. In a month's time you'll be set free, 
an' then you must try an' see if you can't act 
wiser an' better.' 

Young George slid from the bedside where 
he sat, and kneeling there buried his face in the 
cheap hard rug which made his counterpane, 
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and wept anew. This forgiveness really broke 
him. It took him by surprise and by storm, and 
his sobs were torn up by the roots. He had 
been a scoundrel — ^he confessed it inwardly, at 
last — ^he had been a fool, he acknowledged it. 
For a minute or two the burden of his new- 
bom gratitude was hard to endure. The 
Governor was affected, and blew his nose re- 
peatedly, waving a loud-coloured silk handker- 
chief about in a way which revealed, whilst it 
was meant to disguise, his inward agitation. 
Old George stood there wooden and cold, but 
even he was scarcely self-possessed, as you may 
easily conceive. But neither of his auditors 
yet knew how far the benevolent creature's 
kindlmess had carried him, and his grand coup 
had yet to be made, so far as they were con- 
cerned. 

'Now,' he continued, when the prisoner's 
sobs had grown less violent and the Governor 
had ceased to blow his nose, ' this country's 
about played out for you, Mr. Banks, or at least 
I'm very much afeard it is. But it 'ud be cruel 
i'stead o' bein' kind to turn you loose o' the 
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world again without a prospict. Now, s'pose I 
give you another start i' the world, what do 
you say to goin' out t' Australia an' tryin' to 
begin afresh? I believe as you are penitent, 
an' I hope prosperous times '11 wait upon you 
theer. Now, what do you say t' Australia ? 

What was young George likely to say to 
Australia under the circumstances ? I was about 
to say that he jumped at the chance : in reality, 
he crawled at it, for he turned upon his knees 
and made at the imdetected swindler as if to 
embrace his legs, and had not old George 
retired precipitately behind the Governor, he 
would have done it. 

' God bless you, Mr. Bushell ! ' he cried in 
a voice shaky with many sobs. 'God bless 
you, sir I God bless you ! ' 

' I say the same, sir, as this poor fellow here,' 
cried the Governor, with the silk handkerchief 
in full play again. ' Yes, sir. Damn it all, sir, 
I say the same I You are a worthy man, Mr. 
Bushell. I am proud, sir, to have met you.' 

' Thank you,' said old George, woodenly, 
and the two shook hands, whilst the forgiven 
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forger crawled back to his bedside and wept 
afresh. It was a moving scene, and the prac- 
tical exponent of Christian charity, as he stood 
there, shook at the fancy — 

* If they was to find me out, after all ! ' 
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CHAPTER XVin. 

* I SHALL give you letters of introduction, 
Mr. Banks, to my old correspondents in Mel- 
bourne, in Australia,' said George. ' I'm afeard 
I shall have to tell the truth about you, because 
I don't rightly think as it 'ud be honourable to 
deceive 'em. I shall give you two hundred 
pound, an* a outfit, an' your passage-money.' 

The criminal was broken indeed at this, and 
even the Governor, if there had been anybody 
to look at him, would have been seen to be 
visibly affected. 

' I trust an' hope,' continued George, ' that 
being thus provided, Mr. Banks, you'll ha' no 
more temptation to depart fi-om the straight 
road. It's that alone as leads to prosperity an' 
happiness, an' I do hope you'll tek it.' 

Whilst he spoke thus, old George's con- 
science twinged him faintly, but then he re- 
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membered that in his case the obstacle to 
honesty had been quite insuperable lately. And 
at the beginning he had never meant to swindle 
anybody. He had only helped his errant 
nephew, Joe, as he was now helping Joe's son 
— and heir. 

The criminal promised upon his knees, with 
tears and gaspings which almost made his 
speech inarticulate. 

' This gentleman,' said old George, indi- 
cating the Governor, ' 'uU let me know, an' let 
you know, when the release which has been 
gi'en to you is to come about. I shall hope o 
meet you here, Mr. Banks, an' to accompany 
you on your journey, an' aboard ship I shall 
place the sum I've mentioned in your hands. 
I trust as you won't think as I'm a-tekin' imdoo 
precautions, sir,' he added, appealing to the 
Governor. 

' I think your whole scheme most praise- 
worthy and admirable, sir,' cried the Governor, 
* since you are so good as to ask me my 
opinion of it.' 

* Well, sir,' said George, his mission being 
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now accomplished, you'll let me know the date 
at which tliis young man's sentence '11 expire ? * 

*I can tell you that at once,' said the 
Ctovemor, * and as I am. authorised to inform 
the prisoner, I may as well tell you here. This 
is the 29th. On the 28th of next month, being 
Monday, he will be discharged at noon.' 

* I shall be here,' said old George with cold 
desperation, * to meet him.' He turned to the 
criminal and said * Good-bye.' The youngster 
took his hand and kissed it, and wept above 
it with inarticulate gasps of benediction and 
thanksgiving, until his benefactor lost patience 
and took it away. The warder came in answer 
to the Governor's summons, and released them, 
and young George was left to his reflec- 
tions. They were bitter, but sweetened by 
touches of gratitude and hope and new resolve. 
He would be a new man, and ih that distant 
land to which he was bound he would lead a 
frugal, honourable, and industrious life. Mr. 
Bushell was right. England was played out 
for him, and he could never more hold his head 
up where people had known him. But in a 
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new land he could take a fresh start, and 
nobody need know of his criminality. There- 
abouts in his reflections a chill fear fell upon 
him. Mr. Bushell, his saviour and benefactor 
though he was, spoke of the need of telhng his 
whole story to his agents in Melbourne. Would 
he, in that case, send the letter by post, or en- 
trust it to his own hand ? If it were entrusted 
to him, it would be easy to lose it ; and with 
the upspringing of that defensive fancy in his 
mind, gratitude began to cool a little, and 
reflections about his own future to take the 
place of it. But the fit was so hot that it could 
not cool down all in a second, and before the 
young man could resolve to burke that letter in 
case it were entrusted to him, he was assailed 
by. gust after gust of grateful emotion, and this 
condition lasted him for a week at least. Then 
he began to feel an amazing flutter about his 
approaching liberty. The prison barber had 
left off* trimming and shaving him, and he used 
to feel his hair and rejoice to find it long enough 
to get a grip of. Looking-glasses have no part 
in gaol economy. Before his waiting month 
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was out, his hair, which grew rapidly, was long 
enough not to look remarkabJe, and he knew 
that he was pale enough to pass for one who 
had had a recent fever. At the first blush of 
his new resolves he had determined, amongst 
other things, on a very strict adherence to 
veracity. He made up his mind that nothing 
in the world should tempt him to deviate by a 
hair's-breadth from the truth. But before long 
he began to see what hard measure that was. 
He must lie a little. Necessity was laid upon 
him. How could he confess to anybody the 
real reason of his pallor, or account with accu- 
racy for the shortness of his hair ? That would 
be suicidal. He meant to be religious — ^he 
really meant to be rehgious, and the best of 
Christians — but did religion exact so rigid and 
even ridiculous a discipline ? He thought not. 
The Chaplain was often with him in these 
last days of his imprisonment; reading and 
praying with him, and doing his best to build 
up in the departing gaol-bird those principles of 
honour and justice the want of which had carried 
him there. He was not wholly excused from 
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work, but he was gently treated, and the 
Governor, being interested in him, set him to 
do certain odd jobs about his garden, and re- 
lieved his own kindly feehngs by giving his 
labourer an occasional surreptitious supply of 
bread- and-cheese and beer. Circumstances alter 
cases. Fancy George Banks finding bread-and- 
cheese and beer luxurious ! Think of him 
accepting the patronising presentation of it, 
and being grateful ! 

He was less grateful, perhaps, for this 
slackening of his chains than he would have 
been without the assurance of approaching 
hberty, and in a while the torment and agony 
of hope left him no room to think of mere 
gratitude to anybody. Time had never so 
dragged on his hands as now; but howsoever 
long it seemed in coming, the hour came at last 
— and with it, the man. At stroke of noon on 
Monday the 28th, old George led young George 
through the prison gates and into the street, 
where a hack-coach awaited them and drove 
them to a distant railway station. The Chap- 
lain had prayed with his departing guest that 
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morning, and had given him much fervent advice. 
The Governor bade him * Farewell' kindly and 
with hope. The dress in which he had been 
arrested was returned to him, and he was 
habited like himself once more. 

He had wept anew with mingled feeUngs of 
all sorts at the parson's exhortations ; and. when 
his late employer came to relieve him, he felt 
amazingly affectionate towards him. The re- 
leased convict felt that he loved old George. 
He looked at his unmeaning countenance, worn 
and strained and battered with the last six or 
seven months of misery ; he looked at it through 
his tears, and venerated its owner. The good 
man he was — the forgiving practical Christian, 
who did good to one who had despitefully used 
him I In brief, the poor cad was quite melted 
and broken upon this occasion, and vowed 
amendment with all his little heart and soul. 
The past scarified him — his bygone hopes, his 
wasted chances ; these make scourges for all of 
us at one time or another, and surely here was 
a time for a man's own hand to lay the lash on 
heavily. 
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* I can never repay you, sir, for your kind- 
ness,' said the young man brokenly as they 
drove away. 

Old George had his own troubles, and their 
weight pressed sorely on him just then. 

* Say no more about it,' he answered. ' Dry 
them eyes o' yourn, an' be a man, Mr. Banks.' 

He was horribly afraid of being observed, 
not for any special reason, but in a general way. 
He was horribly afraid all round — afraid of 
being followed and taken back, afraid of being 
met by somebody who might somehow know his 
relationship with the released prisoner, afraid 
that the sexton at Waston Church was just at 
that moment discovering the loss of the certi- 
ficate. It was a nervous enterprise altogether 
for a man of old George's mental build. He 
wondered darkly within himself whether such 
an expedient had ever been hit upon before, 
and he wondered at himself for having hit upon 
it. Whatever he thought of was perplexed, 
and entangled in his mind with misgivings and 
fears. It was not unnatural that he should, 
under these unpleasant circumstances, begin 
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to hate young George his companion. For it 
was as clear as day that, if that young scoundrel 
had not been a scoundrel, old George would 
never have experienced any of these troubles ; 
Dinah woidd never have made her appeal to 
him, and he would never have known of his 
secretary's heirship to Joe Bushell. Yet, 
though he did begin to hate, he had his part to 
play, and his part was one of gentle friend- 
ship and kindly consideration. That was a rdle 
which he would have found difficult at any 
time, and now he felt it to be growing intoler- 
able. George's tears gave him a chance for a 
partial outbreak. 

*Mr. Banks,' he said severely, ^I'm a- 
beginnin' to regret a'ready as I took any trouble 
about you. You don't seem to have no sort of 
a man's heart in you. Be ayther a man or a 
mouse, will you? My Blessid! It's enough 
to turn your stomach to see a man a-goin' 
on so.' 

Thus roughly adjured, George made an 
effort. He had been crying all day up till 
now, and it was not easy for him to subdue 
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himself. He had read somewhere the words, 
* It is a terrible thing when manhood weeps/ 
and he got some melodramatic comfort out of 
that reflection even whilst his tears were flow- 
ing.- For, though a small creature, he was 
complex, and had room in him for all manner 
of conflicting ideas and feelings at the same 
time, so that he had cried partly because he 
really couldn't help it to begin with, and partly 
because it was the feeUng thing to do, and 
showed that he had a sensitive and emotional 
organisation. His eyes and nose were red and 
swollen with his tears, and his beard and mous- 
tache were as yet scrubby and stubble-Uke ; so 
that old George, looking upon him, saw him in 
an aspect more and more unfavoiurable. The 
young villain had at least been personable, and 
now, confound him ! he was growing positively 
repulsive to look at. And in spite of this, the 
elder scoundrel had to counterfeit some sort of 
interest and even of afiectionate regard, for a 
day or two, until he could see him aboard ship 
for Melbourne, and have him safely dismissed 
the country. 
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Mr. Banks being reduced by his deliverer's 
admonition to an occasional gasp and snuffle of 
emotion, found in little time other things than 
his own emotions to think of. The question of 
the proposed letters of introduction occurred to 
him, and he began to wonder afresh. Would 
they be entrusted to his hand' or forwarded by 
the mail ? If they were forwarded by the mail, 
would it not be better to escape the stigma they 
carried with them — say, by a change of name, 
and by presenting himself in the search for em- 
ployment elsev/here? Mr. Bushell had pro- 
mised him two hundred pounds, and that, 
though not a fortune, was a good round sum of 
money to begin the world with. If work were 
to be had at all, a man of his presence, his busi- 
ness capacity and experience, was bound to be 
able to get on, and it would be suicidal to set 
such a millstone about his own neck as the pro- 
clamation of himself as a released felon would 
be sure to hang there. He would go this once 
into the house of the idol — he would be disin- 
genuous in this respect only, and after that he 
would be good and true and honest. He had 
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had a rougliish time of it ; he had lost almost 
everything in the world ; but for his employer's 
amazing and unlooked-for benevolence, he had 
lost all ; and he was not going to disregard such 
a lesson as he had received ; how was it pos- 
sible that he could ? But this particular new 
crime was necessary. He must promise what- 
ever he was asked to promise, and then, being 
free, he must act for the best. After all, he 
would be only fulfilling his employer's desires 
of him, and doing his best to preserve an honest 
reputation. It was a pity to be thus forced and 
compelled into a course which he wished to 
loathe and abandon, and he was quite sure that, 
if the new baseness had not been necessary, he 
would never have dreamed of committing it. 
If a poor devil is forced to lie, how can he help 
lying ? Everybody must admit the cogency of 
young George's reasoning. 

The situation was singular : the young man 
chokeful of gratitude to the old man who was 
robbing him — the old man passing as a bene- 
factor to the man he was swindling on so large 
a scale. And the young fellow, in the middle 
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of his gratitude and his good resolves, playing 
the devil with his own small soul again ; and his 
Christian benefactor looking at him and hating 
him like poison. Cabby, as he drove, little 
suspected what a load he carried, for neither 
of his fares looked like a released felon. Cabby's 
fancy was that the younger of his passengers 
had been to see a relative who had misconducted 
himself. So far as he — the cabman — ^knew, it 
was not a habit amongst the classes her Majesty 
holds in durance to weep on leaving gaol ; they 
did not even weep on going into it, if they were 
people of average pluck. Then, the Chaplain 
had shaken hands with young George at the 
gate with a hearty ' Good-bye, Mr Banks,' and 
both he and the Governor had raised their hats 
to old George when he parted from them, 
like other people, the driver of the hack-car- 
riage theorised, and when he had reached the 
railway station and had received his fare, he 
fell into talk with a railway porter, to whom he 
set forth how that pair was father an' son they 
wos, an' had been to the county gaol for to see 
a relation as was quodded theer, an' the young 
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un he was that cut-up he'd been ciyin' fit to 
bust hisself, an' what a pity it was as men as 
had a chawnce in life should pitch it away 
voluntary-like, as a man might say. From 
which utterances on Cabby's part, I am dis- 
posed to think that, born in a less fortunate 
station of hfe, he might have given his imagina* 
tion scope professionally, and have become a 
loiter of fiction. 

Half-a-crown and a hint to the guard found 
Mr. Bushell and his grateful proteg^ an empty 
compartment in a first-class carriage; and 
secured privacy all the way to Liverpool. On 
the journey the elder unfolded his scheme. 

* I've wrote a'ready to Melbourne,' he said, 
* an' I've told 'em as I'm a-sendin' you out theer 
to give you another chance.' 

* Then,' said the rescued one to himself, * I 
shall not go near your agents in Melbourne.' 
But he only looked at his employer with a meek 
and stricken air of grateful humbleness. 

' I've put it for you as gentle as I could,' 
pursued old George, ' an' at the same time as 
strong as I could. I've told 'em it*s my belief 
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as you are to be relied upon, and I've given 
'em my guarantee for five hunderd pound. So 
if you go wrong again, Mr. Banks, you'll be 
black indeed. You'd be a-robbin' me again, 
an* I don't think you'd find the heart to do 
that — ^be as bad as you might — after what I've 
done for you.' 

At this George the younger wept afresh. 

* I implore you to beUeve me, sir,' he an- 
swered. * I would rather cut ofi* my right hand 
than wrong you again by a faxthing.' He meant 
it, but he did not mean to go near Messrs. 
Nally and Tulson, of Melbourne, for all that. 

* I beUeve you,' said old George stolidly, ' or 
else I shouldn't be actin' as I am a-actin'. That 
you may be sure on, Mr. Banks, I repose im- 
plicit confidence in your future well-doin'.' 

It crossed his mind grimly that it might be 
no bad thing for him if young George turned 
criminal again out there. He wished him 
nothing worse than a new detection and a life's 
imprisonment. Hang him, the pestiferous thiev- 
ing young Kightful Heir ! It came natural to 
hate him. 



JOSEPH'S COAT. 115 

* I shall find you a outfit,' said Mr. Bushell, 
' as I've promised. I shall pay your passage 
out, an' I shall put two hunderd pound in your 
possession when you start, so as you'll have 
no 'casion to feel yourself tempted again. An' 
now, the world's afore you, Mr. Banks. Use it 
well, an' it'll use you well.' 

' How can I ever repay you, sir ? ' said the 
deeply-afiected George. 

'Stop that snivellin',' cried the old man 
angrily. ' Be a man, an' try to be worthy o' 
my goodness to you.' 

' I will, sir,' protested George ; ' I will, 
indeed.' 

' Do, then ! ' said the elder ; and after that, 
they continued their journey in silence for the 
most part. 

The appearance of the 3:eleased convict was 
so peculiar by reason of his tears, that on his 
arrival at Liverpool his benefactor bought a pair 
of dark glasses for him with shades at the sides, 
and insisted upon his wearing them to hide his 
eyes. The youngster submitted gratefully, for 
he felt nervous under the pressure of strange 
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glances. He put himself under the hands of a 
barber, and when chin and cheeks were cleared 
of their stubble, he began to look presentable 
again. There was a suspicion of cold about 
his nose ; one might have set down the swollen 
aspect of that feature and the pallor of his 
cheeks to influenza. The two criminals took a 
private sitting-room and a double-bedded sleep- 
ing apartment at the hotel, and old George 
locked his comjpanion in the bed- room whilst he 
himself went out to make inquiries respecting 
the sailing of a ship for Melbourne. Finding 
that a first-class steam-vessel started on the 
morrow, calling at Queenstown only, and that 
there was still a state-room vacant, he secured 
young George's place, and then returning, re- 
leased him, and took him out in the evening 
hurriedly to buy an outfit. For once in his 
life, he disregarded money. He felt reckless, 
and forcing himself to assume an air and voice 
of kindliness, he gave the exile carte blanche. 

' Get what you want, an' get it good,' he 
said ; and his young friend obeyed him. The 
outfitter kept one of those monstrous modern 
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establishments at which you can buy anything, 
and would sell you a cradle or a coffin with 
equal willingness, and anything you might want 
in your journey out of one into the other. A 
tailor measured young George, and a man in 
the shirt department measured him, and a man 
in the boot and shoe department measured him, 
and the customer ordered freely, as he would 
have done if the money to pay for them had 
been his own. For there was old George at his 
elbow : — 

' You'll want this, Mr. Banks, sha'n't you ? ' 

' Do you think so, sir ? ' he would ask. 

' Certainly. You must ha' that,' and so on, 
until the repentant wretched George's eyes were 
moist again behind his darkened glasses, and he 
had to blow the tear-swollen nose to hide his 
feelings. 

Before bed-time a vast chest and two port- 
manteaus, crammed with articles of apparel, 
arrived at the hotel, and Mr. Bushell paid the 
bill presented — and paid it, too, without even 
an inward murmur. The released felon won- 
dered at his generosity, as well he might. It 
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was unheard-of and almost beyond believing, 
though his own eyes saw it. Ah ! what had he 
lost by making himself unworthy of the service 
of so good a master ! It had been actually said 
in his hearing at one time that old Bushell 
would probably leave him a slice of his fortune, 
and he beheved now that it most certainly 
would have been so. Yet, through it all, the 
elder's manner to the man on whom he heaped 
these coals of fire was cold and forced, and 
wooden beyond words. There was something 
puzzling in it, had old George's manner been 
natural ; as it was, the situation was almost in- 
explicable. But the exile was too content with 
his own astounding good fortune, and too full 
of gratitude and excitement, to puzzle himself 
at present over this singular problem. 

The two slept in the same room, and the 
schemer kept zealous watch over his charge 
every moment until the hour for retiring. Then 
he locked the bedroom door and put the key 
beneath his own pillow, and the two began to 
undress slowly and awkwardly. Young George, 
valiant in his new resolves, knelt down at the 
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bedside, and the respectable benevolent old 
villain could do no other than follow his 
example, and being in posture for worship, he 
tried to go through some form of prayer, but 
the words stuck hard, and his head whirled^ 
How, he thought, if he died upon his knees> 
defying God in that awful and presumptuous 
way ? and at the stroke of that sudden fear he 
rose and began to grope about in a twilight 
splashed with blots of ink and fire ; until young 
George, having finished his devotious, rose and 
found his benefactor wandering with vague 
outstretched hands in the middle of the cham- 
ber, and in much alarm helped him to a chair* 

* Are you ill, Mr. Bushell ? ' he asked. 
'I bain't well, Mr. Banks,' murmm-ed old 
George hoarsely ; ' I'm very far from well.' 

He would leave Dinah everything, and let her 
know her son's whereabouts. But he could not 
part with his money until — ' till death do us part.^ 
The phrase came into his mind and chilled him 
strangely. He was defrauding ' the widow and 
the fatherless.' That was another phrase which 
laid a chilly and discomforting finger on him. 
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The Bible made them sacred, he fancied. If he 
died before that will was made and everything 
thus set straight again, he felt himself in peril- 
But the human conscience is conformable to 
reason, and after all he was acting very kindly 
to a man who had treated him very ill. And 
if young George got his money in the end, it 
would be more then he deserved. 

Once in bed, old George applied himself to 
his pocket-flask in the darkness, and got some 
comfort out of it, though but little. One of his 
discomforts was that be dared not toss and 
tumble, since he dreaded to reveal his own un- 
easy soul. Nemesis comes upon us in odd 
ways at times. This may seem a small affair ; 
but if you tried it through a night, you would 
find it mount into an agony. To lie there ill at 
ease, longing to move, restless, restless, and not 
to dare to move, to catch his breath and clutch 
the bed-clothes with his weak sweating fingers, 
lest he should groan out aloud; and all the 
time to stare accusing conscience in the face, 
and the coarse hell that ignoble and ignorant 
^latures fear hereafter — ^was it a little thing ? A 
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hundred times that night the old scoundrel 
thought the game scarcely worth the candle. 
And yet, how could he give his money up to a 
man who was ignorant of the fact that he 
owned it, and who, besides, was already over- 
whelmed with gratitude ! 
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grey eyes looking afar off through the curate's 
Geneva gown and the curate's body. When 
the curate's bleating murmur was cut short all 
on a sudden, John awoke with a start from his 
reverie, and the organ's voice was the voice of 
love to him. The hymn being sung and the 
benediction given, away scurried John to shake 
hands with old Daniel. Daniel would not 
attempt to go homewards without Dinah. 
Dinah would not attempt to go without 
Ethel, and the young man was wonderfully 
fond of the old one. Not that he was a 
hypocrite, more than ever so httle ; he really 
liked old Daniel, found him interesting and 
odd, as he had always found him ; but perhaps 
he was a greater chum of Daniel's than he 
would have been if the old boy had been more 
separable from his daughter, and his daughter 
had been more separable from Miss Donne. 
For this young man was in love full fathom 
five, and though he professed to know his 
passion hopeless, he fed it as often as he could. 
Whilst he shook hands with Dinah and her 
father in the porch, he had a lover's ears for the 
voluntary Ethel played inside. He would fain 
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have stayed within to listen to it peacefully, 
but was beset with fears lest for once Daniel 
should have persuaded Dinah to start without 
the organist. 

'Good morning, Miss Banks,' said John, 
with the old air of guilt upon him. 

'Good morning, Mr. Keen/ said Dinah, 
holding out her hand. 

' How bin you^ sir ? ' asked Daniel. 

' How are you ? ' asked John in return. 

Then the conversation languished, and 
lawyer Keen felt desperately guilty, under 
Dinah's gentle gaze. 

' Lovely weather ! ' he said at last. 

'Yes,' said Daniel. 'It's fine likely wea- 
ther for the time o' year. It strikes a bit 
code to the bones, like, when you'm i' church 
though.' 

' It does,' said John, catching at this conver- 
sational ark of safety. Aboard the theme he 
found footing until the organ ceased to soimd, 
when he became silent again, and his guilty look 
returned. By-and-by Ethel emerged from the 
church — to John's fancy an angelic presence. 
Nor yet so far away from an angelic i^resexi^'^ \si. 
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my own. Her eyes were like dove's eyes, as 
the old Hebrew lover said of his love's ; her 
face as good and gentle as it well might be, a 
little palhd — the lover's heart was piteous 
about the cause of the pallor at all times, when 
he saw her — she came through a band of sun- 
light which lay across the porch, and the 
light glorified her beautiful hair and the creamy 
laces at her throat. John began to blush and 
tremble in the presence of this beautiful divinity 
of his. 

' Good morning, dear,' said Ethel to Dinah. 

' Good mornin', my darhn',' said motherly 
Dinah, with warm solicitous affection. 

'Good morning. Miss Donne,' said the 
tremulous young lawyer, hat in hand. ' Good 
morning. Miss Banks; good morning, Mr. 
Banks.' And away he went, routed for the 
twentieth time, in spite of his resolve. That 
right to raise his hat and say ' Good morning ' 
was all poor John got out of his lingering at the 
porch on Sundays. ' I haven't got the pluck 
of a mouse,' he said to himself reproachfully. 
'- Why can't I face her ? Why can't I speak to 
ier ? Why do I look like a. fool whenever she 
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looks at me ? Ah, poor thing ! ' pursued the 
unvaliant John, ' she's had such trouble, it 
would be a shame in me to trouble her further. 
And of course for years and years to come, 
whenever any fellow looks at her as if he cared 
for her, she'll think of that scoundrel of a 
Banks. Of course she will ! And I shouldn't 
care for her if I thought she wouldn't. But 
I'm not going to be beaten. If any other 
fellow comes in, in the course of a year or two, 
any decent fellow that she can hke and be 

happy with — ^why ' John found that 

prospect unpleasant. A lover's thoughts are 
likely to be contradictory. The peculiarity 
about him is that, until he comes to look back 
at his own raptures and despondings, he 
regards them as filling up the most miserable 
time of his life. It is only when the time is 
over that he discovers how happy it was. My 
friend Mr. Francillon has put much philosophy 
into a nut-shell on this theme : 

We doubted, quarrelled, tore ourselves asunder ; 

Faith mimicked falsehood, hope was like despair ; 
We doubt not, strive not ; calmly now we wonder 

Why we were happy, yet we know we were. 
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Then dawned no day but brought twelve hours of sadness ; 

Then fell no night but knew twelve hours of pain ; 
Now night brings rest, and day brings hope and gladness ; 

Yet— could we only love and weep again ! 

John went to church with great regularity ; 
and, if he wrote satiric verses on the bleating 
curate, forbore to give them publication. The 
people of Wrethedale found no fault in him. 
He was as well-conducted a young man as any 
in the town, and walked with so much circum- 
spection that even Ethel could see nothing in 
him to blame. And I may say here, that good 
and charming as she was, she regarded poor 
John with a very unreasoning dislike and 
distrust ; and had momentary twinges of hatred 
over him, concerning which she rebuked and 
humbled herself continually. She had naturally 
a tender conscience and a vivacious tempera- 
ment. Tenderness of conscience grew morbid 
under the hands of Thomas k Kempis, and her 
youth and trouble were sure guarantees for an 
occasional touch of anger in a woman of her 
complexion. You must understand that these 
contentions were inward, and that she rarely 
by any chance spoke an ill-natured word ; but 
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she used to feel mightily indignant at thousands 
of things which a year before would have 
passed her unnoticed, and having felt indignant 
invariably felt sinful afterwards, and read her 
dear k Kempis with passionate desire to equal 
or come near his spirit. A good girl with lofty 
spiritual longings and a heart that ached. 

'Dinah,' she said with some severity, as 
John walked away into the sunlight of the 
street, ' I wish that young man would not speak 
to us.' 

'Do you, dear?' said Dinah meekly. 'He 
was an old friend of ours.' 

Oh the wound, the wound towards which 
every chance arrow struck anew in both of 
them ! Ethel took Dinah's arm, and without a 
word or a glance, apology and pity flashed 
from each to each, for the two had learned to 
love and understand each other rarely. 

' I likin' young Keen,' said Daniel ; who, 
apart from the difference of sex and age, was 
of a coarser fibre. ' I wish my lad had took 
example by him. Eh, dear me ! ' 

' Father ! ' said Dinah, warningly and be- 
seechingly. 

VOL. IT. K 
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' Eh, dear me ! ' Daniel said again. It was 
Kttle, but it was enough, and the two women's 
eyes brimmed over behind their veils. 

Ethel, by special invitation, dined with 
Daniel and Dinah that day ; and it need hardly 
be said that, after this reminder of their trouble, 
the table was quiet and the meal a sad one. 
It was easy to recover composure, but anything 
like vivacity would have seemed a crime and 
most unnatural, and not one of the three had 
the heart to be commonplace. So they ate in 
sadness and without appetite ; and in a Uttle 
while Daniel went upstairs for his nap. 

' Sing me something, dear,' said Dinah ; 
and Ethel sat down at the piano and sang 
hymns, until the elder woman put her arm 
about the singer's neck, and sliding suddenly 
down, knelt at her feet, and dropped her head 
mto Ethel's lap. 

' Hush, hush ! ' said Ethel, taking Dinah's 

head in both hands. ' What is it, dear ? what 

is it?' 

' Oh,' cried Dinah, ' I've been a wicked 
woman all my life : a wicked, false, deceiving 

woman I ' 
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' Nonsense, dear ! ' said Ethel decisively. 
Then more gently, 'You mustn't talk so/ 
Then more gently still, ' What is it ? ' 

' How can I tell you ? ' wept Dinah. ' Oh, 
my dear, it was all my wicked, wicked fault as 
he went wrong — as he was tempted.' 

' Why, how could that be ? ' asked Ethel, 
with soothing incredulity. 

' Oh ! If I'd ha' told the truth from the 
beginning, if I'd had the courage to face the 
neighbours an' take my shame, he'd ha' had 
his rights — ^he'd ha' had his rights — ^I know he 
would ! ' 

Ethel recalled the words which had fallen 
upon her fainting ears on the day of George's 
committal. ' The child I bore ! ' Had she not 
dreamed or misheard them, after all? Was 
this thing true of Dinah ? — of Dinah, amongst 
all women in the world ! 

' Dinah ! ' she said, forcing the other's face 
upwards, and looking at her with an almost 
fierce anxiety ; ' tell me what you mean, this 
minute.' 

' He was my child ! ' said Dinah. ' My 

x2 
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mother passed him off as hers, but he was mine. 
An' I've gone through hfe with a lie i' my hand, 
an* now it's found me out — it's found me out.' 

Ethel sat sternly amazed, and had nothing 
to say for a while. Dinah, thinking herself 
scorned, and wholly feeling that she deserved 
it, shrank slowly away and wept anew, holding 
her face in both hands. 

And this was Dinah ? thought Ethel ; this 
was the woman she had so loved and pitied. 
For a second or two the thought was very 
nearly as terrible as anything she had yet en- 
dured. But as Dinah shrank away from her, 
the younger woman, with a sudden passionate 
impulse, cast herself upon her knees and 
snatched the sinner to her breast, and their 
tears mingled as they clung together, and Ethel 
rocked her to and fro as if Dinah had been a 
child. 

* I don't care ! ' her heart cried out, ' I will 
love her. Whatever she has done, I will love 
her and hold to her.' The girl's heart ached 
anew with sudden pity. 

Then, as they knelt there, Dinah told her 
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story ; and it came out that the sinner was no 
sinner, after all. But when the tale was told, 
Ethel asked in amazement, 

' But why, dear — why shouldn't the neigh- 
bours have known ? ' 

' I'd lost my lines, darlin'/ said poor inno- 
cent Dinah. 

' You silly woman ! ' cried Ethel ; * what dif- 
ference could that make ? ' 

'You don't understand,' persisted Dinah. 
' My weddin' lines.' 

' Yes, yes,' said Ethel with tender impatience. 
* What difference could it make ? You could 
have got another copy from the church where 
you were married. The copy would be quite 
as good. You could get one now. You are a 
lawfully married woman, and you need never, 
never be ashamed.' 

' I could get my lines now ? ' asked Dinah, 
with a face of wonder and dismay. 

' Of course you could,' cried the other. 

' At Waston Church ? ' 

' Of course you could.' 

* Oh, my dear, if I'd only ha' knowed it ! * 



184 JOSEPH'S COAT. 

And Dinah wept afresh. ' If he'd had his 
rights, he'd never ha' been tempted. Oh what 
a wicked, wicked foohsh woman I have been ! 
Ethel, my dear, forgive me for talkin' about 
him, because I know it hurts your heart as bad 

i 

as it does mine. But, darlin', when his time's 
up, what is he to do ? Oh dear, oh dear ! He 
is my child, for all he's been so wicked. 1 bore 
him, an' I nursed him, an' I used to suckle him 
on the sly at first, as long as ever I dared. 
What will he do when he comes out ? What 
can he do? Can I get his rights for him? 
Could I get enough to keep him and send him 
away out o' the country an' let him have a 
chance to be a good man again ? Oh, could 
I, couldl, darUn'?' 

In the passion of this entreaty she fawned on 
Ethel and caressed her with imploring hands. 

' Yes,' said Ethel boldly ; ' I am sure you 
could. Whatever would have come to your 
husband is lawfully yours.' 

' An' nobody 'd think,' asked Dinah brokenly, 

* I wasn't an honest woman ? ' 

* ' Nobody ! ' Ethel answered again boldly. 
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She scorned and hated young George now as 
well as ever she had loved him, for she had 
large capacities in that direction, and the one 
villain she had known had brought them into 
play. But though she believed that she would 
not have lifted a finger in his behalf, she could 
understand his mother's fears and longings, and 
her heart went with them. He was a scoundrel, 
but justice was justice ; and even if he shared 
in the advantages of it, Dinah ought to have her 
right. ' And did Mr. Bushell know this before 
the trial?' she asked after a time spent in 
soothing Dinah. 

' Yes. I went to him an' told him, but he 
pretended to misbelieve me. I went to the 
court o' purpose to tell the magistrate, an' I 
should ha' done it if George hadn't ' 

There she stopped, and Ethel kissed her with 
chniy lips. 

' I'm sure he didn't really misbelieve me,' 
said Dinah. ' I could see he didn't. But he's 
a hard man, my dear, and he was afraid of 
losin' his money.' She paused again, and hung 
her head when she continued. ' He miscalled me 
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very bad, my dear. He said he wouldn't 
believe a word o' my tale, and he told me ' — 
her voice faltered lower as she repeated old 
George's words of righteous anger — 'that I 
ought to ha' had my legs in the stocks for 
bringin' such a story to him.' 

* He dared to say that ! ' cried Ethel, in- 
dignantly. *Get your certificate at once, and 
take every penny of your husband's money 
from him.' 

* If I could only get enough ! ' returned 
Dinah dejectedly. ' You know, it's his rights, 
after all, and what belongs to him belongs to 
him whether he's been good or bad.' Ethel 
made no answer. Young George was a terrible 
theme for either of the women, but in Dinah's 
case conscience was at work. It is worth 
notice that what are called the torments of 
conscience assail the best and leave the worst 
untouched. 

Dinah found herself so pressed that she 
determined upon duty at any hazard. It was 
hard, after hiding so long, to make the revela- 
tion she was bound to make. But she had 
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sacrificed herself all along, and she was bound 
to go on sacrificing herself to the end. 

'Will you come with me to-morrow/ she 
whispered to Ethel, * if I go to look for it ? ' 

'Yes,' said Ethel, with an air of resolu- 
tion. 

So next day the two women practised a 
deceit on Daniel and Mrs. Donne, and under 
wicked cover of a pretended visit to the market 
town they took train towards their old home, 
and, reaching Waston Church after a four 
hours' journey, sought the vicar and. made 
application for a copy of the certificate. The 
vicar despatched a messenger for the sexton, 
and that humble official conducted them to the 
church. His department appeared to be look- 
ing up, and he scented perpetual heir-money 
in this new craze for certificate-hunting. The 
sexton was one of those people with whom 
single instances make habits. Two swallows 
furnished ample evidence of summer. 

The dusty old register was brought out 
again, and the entries for Whit-Sunday in the 
year eighteen hundred and fifty revealed the 
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fact that thirty or forty couples had been 
united in Waston Church on that day, but the 
names of Joseph Bushell and Dinah Banks were 
net amongst them. Dinah and Ethel looked 
at each other in blank dismay. 

* Is this the only register you keep ? ' asked 
Dinah, beginning to think that Ethel had been 
almost as ignorant as herself. 

' Yes, ma'am,' said the sexton. ' That's the 
only one as is kep' here.' 

Ethel, with a certain feeling of dizzy dis- 
comfiture, was turning over the half-dozen 
entries, rather to hide her own looks of dismay 
and to get time to think, than with a hope of 
finding anything. Suddenly she gave a sharp 
little cry. 

* Dinah ! Look here ! ' 

Dinah came and saw nothing, but Ethel 
strained the pages open, and there, between 
the third and fourth entries for that Whit- 
Sunday, lay the root of the missing leaf. The 
eyes of the two searchers met with instantaneous 
recognition of the truth. 

Ethel turned lawyer in a second. 
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'I suppose/ she said to the sexton, Hhat 
very few people come to ask enquiries of this 
kind?' 

'Not many, ma'am,' returned the sexton, 
with a tinge of sorrow. He suspected nothing, 
supposing the cry ' Look here ! ' meant no more 
than the discovery of what his visitors required. 

' How many do you get in a year, now ? ' 
she asked. 

' Well, ma'am, returned the sexton, ' I've 
been here seven years, an' you an' this lady is 
the second parties as has been here.' 

' Oh, indeed ! ' said she. ' Has nobody 
been here since Mr. Bushell came ? ' 

' I don't know the party, ma'am,' returned 
the sexton, * not by name.' 

' He would be here, I fancy, about six 
months ago,' said Ethel. Dinah was looking 
on at this with a scared face, but Ethel was 
smihng and gracious, and the sexton thought 
her quite a nice young lady. Her manner was 
one of sweetened commonplace, and the man 
did not dream that she cared a copper to find 
out anything. 
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' Oh, no, ma'ara,' said the sexton, * not near 
as long as that. Only a few weeks back, 
ma'am ? ' 

' And he didn't give you his name ? ' 

' No, ma'am/ 

* It was sure to be Mr. Bushell, darling,' 
with a warning pinch, Dinah still looking scared. 
' Wasn't it ? ' 

' It must have been,' said Dinah, in a fright- 
ened voice. 

'What was the gentleman like?' asked 
Ethel, in a casual way. 

' Why, he was a stoutish elderly party, 
ma'am,' returned the sexton ; ' pretty tall an' 
stout, with grey whiskers; dressed in black 
clothes, ma'am.' 

' Yes,' said Ethel graciously. ' Thank you.' 
The sexton touched his forelock again and 
again at her gratuity and her smile. ' Good- 
day,' she said sweetly. 

' Good-day, ma'am,* said the sexton. ' Good- 
day, my lady ; ' and away they went to the 
sunny road, leaving the sexton to lock up the 
despoiled register and close the church. 
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^ My dear,' said Dinah, clinging to Ethel's 
arm, and speaking half hysterically, ' he's stole 
it to rob him of his rights.' 

' To rob you,' returned Ethel quietly. * Let 
us go back and think over what is to be done/ 
Then decisively, ^ We must see a lawyer.' 

If young George had only played his cards 
in his defence with an indiscretion less pro- 
nounced, and had never made that unfortunate 
deposit of the stolen notes, Ethel would have 
believed in him all through. It was only the 
memory of these things which prevented the 
revival of faith ; and even as matters stood, 
she began to believe in an indefinite way 
that the younger scoundrel had been trapped 
into being wicked by the elder. To hate sin 
and love the sinner is a Christian maxim, but 
Ethel coupled a detestation of the sinner with 
her loathing of the sin even while she confessed 
to herself that the mother's right must be re- 
spected. And the mother's right was clearly 
the right to care for her child to the end, and to 
do what she could to fence him round from harm 
and to shield him from temptation. And Ethel 
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could bear less to think of him as sunk into 
hopeless degradation and compelled to crime, 
than to think of him as being undeservedly- 
prosperous, and perhaps softened in that way 
to repentance. Her feelings and her conscience 
therefore went one way. ' Do good to them 
that despitefuUy use you' was a text which 
gave warranty enough for conscience, and her 
heart was wholly with Dinah, the full sadness 
of whose history she had so lately begun to 
comprehend. 

The two conspiratresses salved their con- 
sciences that day by a brief halt at the market 
town, during which they made reckless pur- 
chases to account for their lengthened absence. 
They reached home dog-tired, Dinah quite 
broken by this latest difficulty, and Ethel roused 
to an almost heroic resolution. It is perhaps 
needful to explain, if only for the sake of a 
hasty reader who will not imagine more than 
he can help, how it came about that Dinah had 
at last confessed her secret. Whilst her mother 
lived there had been somebody to share it 
with, and the burden was divided. From that 
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time until her introduction to Ethel, Dinah 
had had but the merest casual everyday ac- 
quaintances ; and if George had prospered, she 
would have been content to carry her secret 
to the end. But when the young fellow went 
so completely to the bad, and when the mother 
began to reflect upon his future, the weight 
became too dreadful, and a part of it must at 
any risk be thrown away. And apart from 
that, Dinah was desperate and at bay, facing 
circumstance with a tragic and heart-broken 
heroism of which only women are capable. 
The psychology of the case is simple. Her 
own sin of secresy in respect to the marriage 
had resulted in her child's sin of dishonesty. 
You and I would not put it so, but it was in- 
evitable that Dinah should fasten the two things 
together in that way. Her sin had led to sin, 
and she must make atonement. So the poor 
thing confessed, as the first step, to one she 
loved, and whom she had helped to injure. 
What Ethel could not achieve she did. She 
hated the sin, but she loved the sinner still. 
He had gone in her arms as a baby, she had 
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kissed the rosy -dimpled feet now so pierced 
with the thorns of evil ways. He was her child 
after all, though he were a thousand times 
wicked ; and even now she would have borne 
his punishment fer him, and have rejoiced to 
do it. Foolish, but like a mother, and perhaps 
not altogether to be condemned or lightly 
spoken of. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

* Dinah,' said Ethel next morning, *did you 
ever ask Mr. Keen to tea ? ' 

^ No,' said Dinah, listlessly. 

' Will you write and ask him ? * 

' Why, dear ? ' 

^ I want to meet him/ 

^Why, it was only o' Sunday last,' said 
Dinah, * you wished he wouldn't speak to us.' 

^ Did I?' asked Miss Donne, disingenuously. 
'Well, I want particularly to see him now, 
dear. Will you ask me to tea to-morrow and 
ask him to come also. Ask two or three of 
the people whom you know from the church, 
and have a httle party.' 

' Ethel ! ' said Dinah, reproachfully. 

*My darling,' returned Ethel with an air 
of determination, ' we cannot stay at the point 
we have reached. We must go on. That 
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wicked man must be punished for stealing the 
certificate, and you must have what belongs to 
you. Until we know what to do, we can do 
nothing.' 

* But how will givin' a party help us to find 
out what to do ? ' asked Dinah. 

^I will put a supposititious case to Mr. 
Keen,' said Ethel, losing a little of her colour as 
she spoke — 'you find things hke it in novels, 
dear — and he will never for a moment guess 
that I am offering him a real case. You don't 
want your secret to be made the common talk 
of the country, and we must manage it by our- 
selves. If we consulted a lawyer, you would 
have to tell him everything, and that would be 
terrible. You know what those stupid men 
do. They get things into newspapers, and 
make everybody talk about them. Now, when 
we know what is the right course to take, we 
can do whatever must be done quite quietly.' 

' But if you punish Mr. Bushell, people will 
have to know,' objected Dinah. 

' Not if you only punish him by frightening 
him and taking your money from him. I 
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believe they hang people for stealing from a 
church register. I am sure I have read that 
somewhere. And you don't want to do that.* 

^ Not for everythin' in the world,' cried Dinah. 

'If you go to a lawyer,' said Ethel, 
confident in her superior knowledge, ' I am 
ajfraid they would hang him if they found him 
guilty. Of couree he knows that, and when we 
know what to do we can frighten him, and 
make him give up everything he has of yours. 
It is right that you should have it. Let me 
write the notes of invitation. Shall we ask Miss 
Wade ? " Miss Banks presents her compUments 
to Miss Wade, and will be pleased to see her at 
tea to-morrow (Wednesday) afternoon at five 
o'clock." ShaU we ask Mr. Gimble the organist 
at Shareham? "Miss Banks presents, &c." 
Now to Mr. Keen.' 

Dinah acquiesced in this programme with 
fear and trembling. Three young ladies and 
three young gentlemen were invited. Ethel 
promised to bring her mother, and the purchases 
from the market town were investigated. Most 
of them appeared to have been made with a 

l2 
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view to this stroke of policy, now that the 
policy was revealed, and Dinah meekly and 
timidly submitted to Miss Donne's overwhelming 
generalship. On the morrow, with fluttering 
hearts, the conspiratresses met again, and shortly 
afterwards the guests began to arrive. The 
Eeverend Walter Boyper, curate at St. Stephen 
the Martyr's ; Miss Boyper, sister of the fore- 
going ; Mr. Gimble, the ' arrant duffer ' who 
before Miss Donne's time had played the organ 
at the Martyr's ; Miss Wade, an eldeily young 
lady of some private means, known to be a 
devout attendant at the services of the Martyr, 
and suspected of setting her cap at the bleating 
curate. All these came, but no John Keen. 
Mr. Keen was waited for and came not. Tea 
was served and finished and taken away. The 
curate sang — 

What the bee is to the floweret 
When he seeks for honey dew, 

What the bird is to the boweret, 
That; my love, I'd be to you. 

Miss Wade was understood to accept this as 
a delicate attention. Mr. Gimble, who was 
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popularly accused of a hopeless passion for 
Miss Boyper, sang * The Heart Bowed Down.' 
Miss Boyper in musical response declared that 
she would marry her own lad, her own lad, her 
own lad ; that she would marry her own lad, for 
true of heart was she. Ethel sang two or three 
ballads, and Mrs. Donne with stiflf country 
dignity sat with her hands crossed and her toes 
together, and was deliberately uncomfortable. 
No John Keen, and no word from him. Daniel, 
who was getting more frail every day, went to 
bed early; and the guests, taking this as a 
signal, began to leave. The summer dusk had 
settled into summer night, and Ethel had but 
lingered for a word or two of hope and 
encouragement to Dinah, when a rapid step 
came along the otherwise silent street, and 
paused before the door. Then the bell rang, 
and Dinah went herself to answer it* 

' Is Miss Banks within ? ' 

John Keen at last. 

' Come in, Mr. Keen,* said Dinah tremu- 
lously ; and John entered, fluent in apology. 

* I have been away to Borton, Miss Banks,' 
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said John, * to a two-days' cricket match, and 
only found your note on my return ten minutes 
since. I ran up to say how very sorry I was to 
lose the opportunity your kind invitation gave 
me. I hope you have had a pleasant evening/ 

'Quite a nice evening, thank you,' said 
Dinah, leading the way to the parlour. John 
with repeated excuses followed, and became on 
a sudden dumb at the sight of Miss Donne. 
That deceptive young woman arose with a smile, 
and shook hands with him. This was dehcious, 
but so embarrassing, all things considered, as to 
be scarcely bearable. He half recovered his 
voice in a while and murmured, 'Came to 
apologise and explain; sorry to miss the 
pleasure ; trust to have another opportunity ; ' 
and then, being again routed, said ' Good-night,' 
and turned to fly. 

Ethel cast an appeahng glance at Dinah. 

' Pray don't think of goin' yet, Mr. Keen.' 
And she took his hat away and handed him a 
chair. John sat down in a miserable elysium, 
and Ethel began to talk to him. Mrs. Donne 
had some time since put a shawl over her 
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head and walked into her own house next door, 
through the wicket-gate which connected the 
two back gardens ; and the guests having de- 
parted, John and Ethel and Dinah were alone. 
Dinah took no share in the conversation, but 
sat and listened with mingled expectation and 
fear. 

' By the way, Mr. Keen,' said Ethel rather 
abruptly, ' I want to make an appeal to your 
legal knowledge.' 

^ Yes,' said John. 

'You read quite unbelievable things in 
books sometimes — in novels, you know — and 
the critics often laugh at books for the false 
ideas the writers have about law. Now, I 
want to know what would really be the punish- 
ment for stealing a certificate of marriage from 
a church register.' 

'Well,' said John, 'I dare say a judge 
would make it depend very much upon the 
issues involved. I should fancy the punish- 
ment wouldn't in any case go under a couple of 
years, and it might under aggravated circum- 
stances run up to twelve, fifteen, twenty.' 
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* So much ? ' asked Ethel with outward inno- 
cence. ' They wouldn't hang him ? ' 

' Oh dear, no/ returned John. 

The two women felt horribly guilty, and 
one looked it. Ethel carried on her scheme 
with an excellence of mendacity for which 
nobody would have given her credit. 

* And now, how would anybody really go 
about, in real life, to find a certificate that had 
been stolen ? ' 

John was delighted to be questioned upon a 
topic of this sort. 

* That depends,' he answered, * on the date 
of the marriage. Nowadays, a man would be 
simply an ass for his trouble if he stole a church 
certificate of marriage.' 

^ Why ? ' asked Ethel almost too eagerly. 

* Because,' said John, 'all the registrars' 
records are preserved at Somerset House. 
Suppose, now, that I wanted to prove a marriage, 
and some clumsy swindler stole the certificate, 
all I should have to do would be to go up to 
London, to Somerset House, and pay for a 
certificated copy of the register there kept.' 
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^ That depends, you say, on the date of the 
marriage ? ' asked Ethel, as calmly as she could 
— calmly enough for John to see nothing, since 
he looked for nothing, but with enough dis- 
turbance to be seen by Dinah, who watched for 
it. Dinah's heart was well-nigh failing her. 

' Well,' said John reflectively, any such 
crime would be quite futile if it attempted to hide 
a marriage which had taken place within the 
last thirty years. ' I'm not certain that even 
earlier than that it might not be trouble wasted, 
but of the thirty years at least I am quite sure.' 

Ethel looked across at Dinah, and that 
glance completed what the journey and the 
discovery of Monday, the suspense of Tuesday, 
and the disappointment of Wednesday had 
began and carried on. Dinah broke out cry- 
ing. Ethel was by her side in an instant with 
consoling arms about her. John looked on 
helpless and astonished. 

' Don't, dear, don't ! Hush ! hush I hush ! * 

' Oh my dear,' wept Dinah, * no blessing '11 
ever rest on anythin' got at i' that way. Oh 
my dear, it isn't right. I don't blame you, my 
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dear, because I led you into it. You, as never 
spoke a word as wasn't true till now, an' me 
to lead you into such wicked make-believin' ! ' 

* Hush ! hush ! ' implored the exposed con- 
spkatress. 

John was more helpless and more astonished 
than before. 

* What good,' sobbed Dinah, * has ever come 
of my wicked hidin' of the truth ? What good 
has ever come of it ? ' 

* Control yourself,' whispered Ethel. 

' My dear,' said Dinah, struggling to speak 
calmly, with indifferent success, ^it's been 
growin' on my mind for years an' years. It 
was wicked to hide it from Joe's father an* 
mother, an' it was wicked to hide it from mine. 
It's been a sin all along, an' now it's* found me 
out. But I'll own the truth now, an' bear the 
blame, an' everybody shall know what a wicked 
woman I've been.' 

John was more and more wonder-stricken. 

' You a wicked woman, you suffering 
angel ! ' cried Ethel, folding Dinah's head to her 
bosom, and swaying it to and fro. 
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' I have been a wicked woman all along/ 
protested Dinah. *But FU lead nobody else 
into wickedness again. Ill tell the truth and 
bear the blame. Mr. Keen,' she said, lifting 
her tear-stained face from Ethel's bosom, ' 111 
tell you everything, an' then you shall advise 
me for the best.' 

^ Not now,' said John, recovering himself a 
little. * Whatever you may have to tell me. 
Miss Banks, tell me at some future time, when 
you are less agitated and more mistress of 
yourself. I would very much rather ' — ^he went 
on in answer to the expression of her face — * I 
would very much rather not hear it now, what- 
ever it may be. I should feel that your con- 
fidence had been surprised. Let me go away 
now, and if you see fit, send for me in the 
morning. If not,' he added rather vaguely, 
' let us forget all about it.' 

Dinah would have laid hands upon him, 
and have told her story there and then, but 
Ethel held her firmly. 

^ Mr. Keen is quite right,' said Ethel ; and 
John, with those approving words in his ears. 
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made off. He was naturally mucli bewildered, 
although he, quite as strongly as Ethel, repu- 
diated Dinah's self-accusations; and he slept 
none the more soundly for the curious scene 
he had witnessed. 

Dinah after his departure exhibited an 
altogether new phase of character. She turned 
sullen and dechned to listen to reason. 

*ril do what's right,' she said. 'Nothin' 
shall change me.' 

* But, dear,' urged Ethel, ' we can get a copy 
of your marriage hues from Somerset House, 
now that we know they are there ; and we can 
write to Mr. Bushell, or go to see him, and tell 
him what we know, and frighten him into 
doing justice.' 

' I'll do what's right,' Dinah sullenly de- 
clared. ' Nothin' shall change me.' 

' By all means do what your conscience tells 
you,' said Ethel. ' But it is surely not a matter 
of conscience with you to tell your private 
affairs to Mr. Keen.' 

'I'll do what's right,' repeated Dinah. 
* Nothin' shall change me.' 
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After this third declaration Ethel forebore 
to press her. Dinah, after all these years of 
self-repression, was in a mood to cry her secret 
from the house-tops, and she lay awake all 
night determining more and more to visit 
lawyer Keen in the morning and tell him 
everything. Whatever was done now should 
be done openly — so she resolved. Merely to 
shield herself, she had let her child go without 
the knowledge of a mother's love ; and she 
thought now, with what unavailing longing 
only a mother may rightly tell, how differently 
all might have gone had she been brave enough 
to own him as her own. She could see now 
that almost anybody could have enlightened her 
ignorance about her marriage lines ; and if she 
could but have used a mother's love and 
authority with the lad, she felt sure that he 
would have grown up to be a different creature. 
And since secresy and deceit had brought 
things to their present evil pass, she would 
have no more of them. Let everything hence- 
forth be open and above-board. Much as she 
felt herself shrink from public notice, she would 
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rather that the whole world knew her story 
and talked about her, than have another secret 
to weigh her down, or endure the weight of the 
old one any longer. 

Before Dinah could start with any hope of 
finding John Keen awake, Ethel came in again, 
and found the resolve of last night as strong as 
ever. All attempts to dissuade her were 
trouble thrown away, and in due time Dinah 
put on her things and went out, leaving Ethel 
behind, dissatisfied. Perhaps the dissatisfaction 
found root partly in the fact that John Keen 
was to be the recipient of Dinah's long-cherished 
secret, and that Ethel's own deceitful manoeuvre 
was to be exposed to him. She did not care 
greatly for Mr. Keen's opinion, but she did not 
wish anybody to know that she could have 
found it in her nature to finesse and make pre- 
tences in that treacheroits way. What would 
Mr. Keen think of her ? How could he fail to 
see her as she was ? — a sly and cat-hke crea- 
ture who had every right to be ashamed of 
herself. Oh, how she had deceived him — pre- 
tending that she had merely taken a case fi:om 
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a novel, while she questioned him with an air 
of indifference on an affair of such moment. 
And suppose — lawyers took fees for advising 
people — suppose he should fancy that she had 
attempted to defraud him of his fee ! 

When John came to hear the story, he 
was naturally a good deal astonished; but 
though he was a young man, he was accus- 
tomed to curious stories in the exercise of his 
profession, and he accepted this one with little 
sign of amazement. Dinah laid the case 
before him with trembhng, and expected to 
be rebuked for all her wickedness; but the 
young lawyer faced it with a business air, and 
seemed to have no great belief in her surprising 
wickedness. He made notes clear and succinct 
in form, and bowed his visitor away with a 
manner somewhat preoccupied. 

' I will let you know something about the 
matter in a day or two,' said John. ' It is not 
at all a complex case to deal with.' 

Dinah felt as if she had been speaking to 
a statue, he took everything in so cool a way ; 
but when she had gone, the lawyer threw his 



leO JOSEPH'S COAT. 

professional bearing aside, and travelled up 
and down his room, pausing every now and 
then with some exclamation of astonishment. 
He could aflford to be astonished now that his 
new client was not looking at him ; but he 
would not waste time about it. 

'I shall have lots of time to wonder,* he 
said, 'as I go up to town.' With that reflec- 
tion he began to pack ; and on consulting a 
time-table, found himself in easy time for the 
London train. The railway station being at 
no great distance from his house, he himself 
carried his small portmanteau thither, and was 
whirled away to London ; arriving in time to 
drive straight to Somerset House, and secure a 
copy of the certificate of Dinah's marriage. 
With this document in his possession he drove 
to Euston, booked for Birmingham, and before 
nightfall was settled in the smoky Midland 
capital. Thence he wrote to Dinah informing 
her of his first success, and in the morning he 
made for the country church in which the 
marriage had been solemnised. The sexton 
by this time was accustomed to the request 
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John had lo proffer. It was getting to be 
quite a usual and ordinary thing for strangers 
to turn up and pay him for a sight of the 
parish register. He received his new visitor, 
therefore, with calm satisfaction, and ushered 
him into the httle vestry with the air of a man 
who is about his common business. John, with 
the certificated copy before him, turned to the 
missing page, and found there the root of the 
stolen leaf. 

' Who cut out this page ? ' he asked quietly 
but suddenly, and fixed a penetrating eye upon 
the sexton. 

' Eh ? ' said that small official. If he were 
guilty of any share in the matter, he was a cool 
hand indeed. 

* A page has been stolen from this register,* 
said John, tapping at the book. * It has been 
stolen within the last six or seven months.' It 
was easy to guess that. Whilst the marriage 
remained a secret, nobody was likely to steal 
the entry. ' Who has had access to this book 
since then ? * 

* Who's seen the book, d'ye mean ? ' asked 
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the sexton. 'Why, two ladies as was ?ere 
t'other d^y, and a gentleman as was here some 
weeks back.* 

* Should you know the gentleman again ? * 
' Surely I should ! ' the man answered. 

* Are you busy ? Can you come with me 
—if I pay you for your trouble — ^for an hour 
or two ? ' John demanded. 

' I ain't particular busy/ said the sexton* 
* But what might you want me to do ? ' 

'Wait a moment. Now try to remember 
very clearly. Did you leave that gentleman 
alone at all ? ' 

' No, I didn't/ said the sexton stoutly. He 
saw a chance of being got into trouble, and he 
made his denial with considerable emphasis. 
To John Keen s perception he rather overdid it. 

' What, not to get a glass of beer ? ' asked 
John, at a venture. He put that query to the 
sexton with a look so knowing that the poor 
man quailed, and capitulated surlily. 

* Well, there ain't no harm in that, as far 
as I know.' 

' We shall know more about that by-and- 
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by/ said John. ' Don't try to deceive me any 
more.' Beneath the legal glance the sexton 
cowered. ' How long did you leave him alone 
with this register ? ' 

* Why, not above a matter o' five minutes/ 
' You left a stranger alone with a church 

register for five minutes, did you ? ' asked John 
severely. * Now, I am a lawyer, and unless 
you behave yourself to my satisfaction you 
may get into trouble. Are you busy to-day ? ' 

* No, sir ; not particular.' 

' Then, lock these things up and come with 
me.' 

The man obeyed, but paused at the church 
porch to ask — 

* What might you want me to do, sir ? ' 

* I want to see if you can recognise the man 
whom you left alone with the register.' 

* I should know him among ten thousand/ 
said the sexton. 

' I suppose,' said John, ' you know how ta 
hold your tongue when it is to your own in- 
terest ! ' The sexton nodded gloomily. * Then, 
until I authorise you to speak, be quiet, will 
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you ? * The man nodded gloomily again, and 
it was clear that he was perturbed. 'I shall 
pay you for your time and trouble,' said John, 
relenting a little. * And now come along ! ' 

And John set out with the sexton beside 
him in pursuit of old George Bushell. 
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CHAPTEE XXI. 

When dawn began to broaden through the 
blinds of the double-bedded room, old George, 
looking woefully worn and Uned, sat up on his 
elbow and looked across at his protege^ who 
slumbered peacefully with his mouth open and 
his eyehds and nose still a httle inflamed by 
the heat and salt of tears. Christian forgive- 
ness and benevolence never wore a guise in 
which they looked less like themselves than 
they did in old George's case that morning. 
With his fluffy grey hair tumbled loose about 
his head, his eyes shrunken small, his wooden 
features puckered into corners and sharp edges, 
and his flannel night-gown opened at his throat, 
he sat and surveyed the object of his charity 
and shook his fist at him. The young man 
being evidently very sound asleep, the elder 
arose and began to dress with great quiet, 
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having it in his mind to avoid a renewal of 
the terror of last night. He dared not go 
upon his knees again — just yet. In a month 
or two, perhaps, when his wickedness was less 
fresh upon him, he might try to pray, and 
might fairly expect to be excused, but not 
then. So he prowled about Uke an ugly and 
dishevelled ghost on tiptoe, and having washed 
and dressed with extreme quiet, he put on 
his hat, unlocked the bedroom door, and went 
out silently. Then, having closed* the door 
behind him, he began to knock at it loudly 
with his knuckles, and hearing a sleepy * Who's 
there ? ' he entered again. 

' Good morning, sir,' said the other criminal 
shamefacedly. 

'Good mornin', Mr. Banks,' answered the 
old man. ' It's time you was stirrin', ain't it ? ' 

The youngster obediently got out of bed 
and dressed, fumbUng unwontedly with his 
garments, and confused by the wooden watch- 
ftdness of his companion. When, in accord- 
ance with his own 'resolves and his promise 
to the chaplain, he knelt by his bedside, his 
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'^oughts were so ftiU of a comfortless ap 
preciation of the fact that Mr. Bushell was 
staring hard at the back of his head, that he 
did not even cast about for a form of words, 
but, having knelt for a decent space, arose and 
completed his toilet. 

It was yet barely five o'clock, and there 
was nobody but themselves stirring in the 
hotel. Mr. Bushell finding time as heavy on 
his hands now as when he had lain tossing and 
tumbling in bed, naturally began to think the 
late estate better than the present, and re- 
gretted that he had awakened his charge so 
soon. He sat down by the window and pre- 
tended to read at a big hotel Bible which he 
took from the top of the chest of drawers, 
casting furtive glances at young George now 
and again. The released one sat constrainedly 
doing nothing, and wishing himself with all 
his soul at sea, and safely out of his benefactor's 
society. He had had no idea that Mr. Bushell 
was a man of such rigid religious practice as 
he seemed to be, but his beliefs in that gentle- 
man were undergoing, or had indeed under- 
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gone, a remarl&ble change. Furtively he 
looked across at him and wondered. Where 
was there in his face a sign of that amazing 
tenderness he had shown ? There was no such 
sign visible to the furtive watcher's eyes. If 
there had been in young George's mind the 
faintest ground for any suspicion of an in- 
terested motive, he would have leapt to that 
standing-place at once, and have refused to 
take any other, however plausible it might 
appear. But there was nothing of the kind, 
and he was lost in amazement and gratitude, 
though, in the midst of all his thankfulness, he 
was growing more and more resolved about the 
Melbourne question. He pretended to him- 
self to hold that question open, but he knew 
that he was quite decided, and that the ex- 
pectant Nally and Tulson would look for him 
in vain. Yet he was full of good resolves, and 
was profoundly convinced of the necessity 
which lay upon him to be honest in the future* 
He was going to be more than honest — he 
was going to be devout, but this one crooked 
step was necessary to enable him to enter upon 
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the straight path. Then, being once within it, 
he would never, never, never deviate any more. 
Thus benefactor and protege sat together, 
each busily ei]gaged in the hoodwinking of his 
own soul, until the sound of footsteps in the 
corridors, the calling of voices and clapping 
of doors, bespoke the house alive again, and 
they adjourned to their private sitting-room 
together. There the old man ordered break- 
fast, and by way of maintaining his character, 
murmured a clumsy grace above it, which 
sounded, even in the repentant gaol-bird's ears, 
as though it were unhabitual. Breakfast, for 
which neither of the two had any great appe- 
tite, being finished, Mr. Bushell called for his 
bill and paid it, saw young George into a four- 
wheeler, and his luggage placed on top, and him- 
self entering, was driven to the docks. On the 
way thither he drew out a fattish pocket-book, 
which young George had twice or thrice seen 
before, and producing from it a bundle of 
bank-notes, he began to thumb them carefully 
over, whilst the watcher's heart beat with a 
fluttering expectancy. 
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* Count them,' said the Christian benefactor, 
handing the bundle across. 

Young George with nervous fingers told 
them ofi*. Twenty ten-pound Bank of England 
notes. It was an amazing rehef to have them in 
his hands, though, curious as it may seem, it was 
only then that the fear occurred to him that his be- 
nevolent rescuer might have remitted the money 
to Messrs. Nally and Tulson of Melbourne. 

*What do you make 'em?' asked Mr. 
Bushell. 

' Two hundred pounds, sir,' said the other 
tremblingly. 

' Now don't let's have no moor snivellin', ' 
said old George, rather brutally. He was 
afraid of being noticed, and at the bare thought 
of encountering anybody known to him he 
shivered, and a premonition of that dreadful 
swimming in the head came back upon him. 
' Put 'em in your pocket,' he continued. 
* Theer's what I promised you, an' now you're 
provided for.' 

Young George obeyed like a man in a 
dream. Even yet he was not used to it. 
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* Now, Mr. Banks,' said the old man, lean- 
ing forward and drawling loudly as the four- 
wheeler jolted along the cobbled pavement of 
the street, * I want you to understand as that 
ain't the last help you'll receive from me if you 
deserve it. The world's afore you, an' I look 
to you to do well. Toull be wise to give all 
your past acquaintance in this country the go- 
by, and remind nobody of your crime. If I 
hear good accounts of you, I shall do my best 
to influence your father to overlook your 
offence, but you'll be wise not to attempt to 
write to him until I advise you. D'ye hear ? ' 

* I will follow your advice, sir, in all things,' 
said young George faintly. 

' Theer's nobody,' so the old man cogitated, 
* as he's likely to write to, left i' the place/ 
Daniel had gone, no man seemed to know 
whither. John Keen had faded out of sight. 
So had Ethel and Dinah. And young George 
was certainly ignorant of their whereabouts ? — 
It might be as well to test that. 

'You know as Mr. Banks has sold the 
Saracen, don't you ? ' he asked. 
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*I didn't know it, sir/ answered George 
with downcast eyes. 

* Him an' your — sister ' — he half boggled at 
the word, he had * mother ' so strongly in his 
mind — * an' the folks at Quarrymoor, have all 
gone away together, nobody knows wheer. 
But — ' (remembering that this scarcely agreed 
with his promise) *I shall try to find your 
father, and persuade him to soften to you a bit, 
if I hear good news of you.' 

The young criminal began to think. If his 
father cut him off, and that was hkely enough, 
Dinah would inherit whatever there was. 
Dinah had always been very fond of him, and 
was not the sort of woman to cheat a brother 
of his rights. He did her so much credit, and 
he began to see that there was hope, after all. 
She would not be influenced by Mr. BusheU, 
and it would be easy to find her. She could not 
have gone away and have left no trace behind. 

The released convict did not weep any 
more, and his companion, though he was re- 
lieved by that fact, had upon him a contra- 
dictory feeling that the young man ought to 
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have been moved anew by his last evidence of 
trust and kindness. The noise and bustle of 
the docks were a great trial to Mr. Bushell, for 
he saw in every stranger a possible acquaintance, 
and the danger of detection seemed imminent 
and terrible. He rushed young George aboard 
ship, therefore, and went down with him into 
the saloon, where he began to feel feverish 
with suspense and fear. 

' I'll mek efforts,' he whispered behind his 
hand, * to find out wheer your folks are, an' 
theer's no manner of doubt I shall ha' found 
'em afore you get to Melbourne.' 

* It will be a long search, else,' said young 
George to himself drearily and with an inside 
reproach. 

* If you want to write to them, send through 
me, an' I'U find means to for ard your cause.' 

* Thank you,' said young George chokily. 
* Good-bye, old England ! ' he thought. He 
was going away a rescued felon, disgraced and 
disowned, and only (of all his friends) the man 
he had injured clung to him. 

The steward approached. 
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* Better get ashore, now, sir.' 

* Good-bye,' said the old scoundrel, * an' 
God bless you ! You'll be met at Melbourne. 
They'll know the ship you're coming by. I 
fihall send 'em a message by wire.' 

* Good-bye, sir,' said the younger rogue. 
Old George gave a limp hand to him, and 

hurried ashore. Dreading to be recognised, 
yet afraid to leave until he had seen the last of 
his proUgi^ lest even now some stroke of fortime 
should prevent him from going, he lingered on 
the quay. At eleven o'clock to the minute, the 
splendid ocean-going steamer began to move ; 
slowly and heavily she forged ahead ; and old 
George, seeing his young namesake now on 
deck, ran alongside puffing and panting imtil 
she cleared the dock-gate and steamed majesti- 
cally down the river. There was a great crowd 
about him, and hats and handkerchiefs were 
waving on the steamer and on the quay, and 
land and water alike sent out a cheer. Hurrah 
and good-bye from quay to deck and deck to 
quay. Hurrah! Good-bye! Hurrah! In a 
while all went quiet, and old George walked 
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away a free man. The certificate destroyed, 
the wicked Kightful Heir for ever banished, what 
had he to fear ? He put that problem to himself 
a hundred times, and he always answered, 
* Nothing,' though there was a dread within him 
which would not be appeased. 

* What is theer for me to be afraid on ? ' he 
asked himself, and always answered, ^ Nothing/ 

But the voice inside said, * Everything. The 

whole world-wide chapter of accident. Any 

and every little wind of chance. Me — ^your 

conscience ! ' 

And as poor old George's evil fortune would 

have it, the very next Sunday morning, when 

he went to church, the incimibent at Trinity 

preached from this text : 

* What shall it profit a man if he gain the 
whole world and lose his own soul ? ' 

So Joe Bushell's son was following — ^with a 
difference — in the steps of his father, and leav- 
ing England and hearts he had made sore 
behmd him. He was free— free to go where he 
would, and carve out his fortune with the 
lessons of the past behind him. Whatever 
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came to pass in the future, he would at least be 
honest. He went down from the saloon deck 
to the saloon, and asked for a small bottle of 
champagne, for he felt badly shaken, and 
needed a reviver. After that he was not going 
to be extravagant, but he could afford five- 
shillings'-worth of delight and self-gratulation 
after all he had endured. The wine, at his 
request, was poured into a big soda-water glass, 
and as he held it and watched the beaded 
bubbles winking at the brim, his heart sent up 
a bubble or two of joy to his eyes ; and as he 
sipped, things looked dim and blurred to him, 
seen through those thin tears. He sipped his 
wine and thought. It was necessary to escape 
at Queenstown if he meant to evade Messrs. 
Nally and Tulson at all. Very well — ^but was 
it necessary to sacrifice his luggage? That 
would be a pity, and would be ungrateful into 
the bargain. The two portmanteaus were in 
his state-room, but the big chest was on deck 
waiting to be lowered into the hold. He 
finished his wine, walked out, and looked at it. 
So far, it bore no distinguishing mark — for in 
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the rush and hurry of his preparations, the 
painting of name or initials had been forgotten. 
George thought that fortunate. * George 
Banks' was not a good name to go through 
the world with, after what had happened to 
the holder of it ; and though he was registered 
under that title in the list of the ship's passen- 
gers, he decided that this was the last time he 
would bear it. Whilst he stood looking dreamily 
at the chest and cogitating, a sailor precipitated 
his thoughts into sudden form for action by 
preparing to hale away the trutik towards the 
open hold. 

* Steady, there ! ' said George. * Don't stow 
that away yet.' 

* Ain't this for Melbourne ? ' asked the man. 

* I am not yet certain,' young George said, 
rehearsing this final necessary lie of his upon 
the seaman before trying it elsewhere. * I am 
booked for Melbourne, but until I reach Queens- 
town I cannot tell whether or not I shall have 
to forfeit my passage-money.' 

* That's rather awkward, sir, ain't it ? ' said 
the man good-humouredly. 
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' Yes,' said George condescendingly. * How 
long do we stay at Queenstown ? ' 

* Eight hours, sir/ the man answered. 

' Dear me ! ' said George ; ' no more than 
that ? I may have to stay in Queenstown for 
the next ship. You had better leave it out.' 

* I'll put it in last thing, sir,' said the man, 
* so that you can get at it easy. But there's no 
name on it.' 

In a pocket of the suit of clothes he wore — 
the very suit in which he had been arrested — 
George had a card-case, and producing this, he 
drew forth a card and saw the man tack it on 
to the chest. Then he marched away to find 
the captain. They were in the Irish Channel 
by this time, and having lovely weather and 
smooth water. The first bustle of departure 
was over, and the captain was at leisure to 
advise a first-class passenger. 

* Just before leaving my hotel to come 
aboard this morning,' said George, * I received 
a telegram instructing me to call at Queens- 
town, and in a certain eventuahty to remain 
there to await new instructions. In case I have 
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to - stay and to follow by the next vessel, will it 
be competent for me to recover my passage- 
money or any part of it ? ' 

' The company's agent will see about that at 
Queenstown,' said the captain. ' But/ with suave 
politeness, ' I trust you won't have to leave us/ 

' I trust not,' said young George. ' How 
long do we stay at Queenstown ? ' 

' Eight hours, sir,' said the captain. 

' That,' said George, carrying on his comedy, 
and doing his best to make it look lifelike, ' is 
a very short time.' 

' We move along, nowadays,' said the cap- 
tain with a cheerful laugh. 

' You do indeed,' said George. * This is a 
very fine boat.' 

* Anything else I can tell you ? ' asked the 
captain, finding himself summoned by his first 
oflicer. 

^Nothing, thank you,' answered George, 
and so they parted mutually satisfied. ' A free 
man again ! a free man again ! ' the champagne 
sang through all his pulses. A free man again, 
and not a soul to suspect him here. The lie 
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had prospered. It sounded natural enough — 
why should it not prosper ? Who was to guess 
that he broke a compact with the only friend he 
had in all the world, by not going on to Mel- 
bourne? He talked to his fellow-passengers 
about it — what a nuisance it was, this proba- 
biUty of his having to stay in Queenstown — and 
they took an interest in the case, and had argu- 
ments about the probabihties and non-proba- 
bihties of a recovery of the passage-money, 
until George himself began to be interested in 
the matter too, and half-beheved his own tale. 
He grew almost pathetic in his laments to a 
middle-aged lady with whom he fell into talk 
on the saloon-deck. 

^ I had hoped,' he said, * to pick up health 
a little on the voyage. I have been longing 
for the sea for a month past.' 

That was true enough, but the middle-aged 
lady would have been a little astonished if she 
had had shown to her the where and when of 
the longing. 

* You do not enjoy good health ? ' said the 
lady. 
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• *I do when I get it/ said George with 
chastened gaiety, and the lady was so com- 
plaisant as to smile. * But I am only newly 
recovered from a fever. Had to shave my head/ 
said George with quite a fine-gentleman manner, 
* and strap me down. Imagined all sorts of 
horrors, don't you know, and was really dread- 
fuUy ill.' 

With suchlike scraps of imaginative auto- 
biography did our youthful traveller beguile 
time and the middle-aged lady until the call to 
dinner. He already felt himself again, and if 
his gaiety was sometimes a little tremulous, what 
else could be looked for in a man so pallid — 
a poor fellow only recently recovered from a 
most prostrating illness ? He declared on deck 
again in the evening that the sea-air was already 
doing him a world of good after the close con- 
finement of his — sick room ; and probably it 
was. His regrets about the sacrifice of the 
voyage, even for a week or two, were almost 
affecting. He had such a longing for the sea, 
and had so looked forward to it, and now, poor 
thing, his hopes were dashed. It is certain 
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that if he had continued the voyage as he 
began it, the ladies at least would have petted 
him prodigiously. A well-set broad-shouldered 
young fellow, with a handsome figure and a face 
by no means unhandsome, a pleasant tenor 
voice, a look and tone approaching to the look 
and tone of culture — a released felon, yes, but 
once Ethel Donne's chosen husband. Quite a 
taking young person, and almost in hysteric 
spirits just then, as- might have been predicted 
of him, considering the circumstances. 

He went ashore at Queenstown, and came 
back with regret painted visibly upon his pale 
and interesting countenance. His instructions 
had not arrived, and he was compelled to stay 
behind until the despatch of the next vessel. 
People quite condoled with him, and said 
* good-bye ' in the friendliest and most regretful 
manner, considering the brevity of their ac- 
quaintance with him. His luggage was put 
ashore, and the captain gave him instructions 
as to the best way of going about to obtain a 
consideration for his lost passage-money in the 
next vessel of the same line, and even wrote a 
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note introducing him to the Queenstown agent 
of the firm. The young gentleman tore his 
card from the top of his trunk and extracted 
the tacks. He had his portmanteaus painted 
with the initials ^ G. C./ and his big chest 
painted * Mr. George Cheston/ He got cards 
engraved and printed with the name of Mr. 
George Cheston, and he shipped himself by 
the very earhest vessel to New York. And 
then, when he stood upon the vessel's deck and 
passed from Queenstown Harbour, he felt him- 
self doubly free — free of the old crime and 
folly, free of the name associated with it. The 
past was wiped out. 

Ban, ban, Caliban ! 

Have a new name and be a new man ! 

On the Atlantic voyage he made new friends 
under his new name — the name was the best 
he could think of — ^gentlemanly, but not too 
swelhsh, and represented, as we know, by an 
honourable family in his own district His hair 
grew, his moustache was rapidly approaching 
its normal fascinating droop and curl, and his 
cheeks had recovered their colour, before the 
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ship's look-out sighted Sandy Hook. And how 
about his spiritual condition? Well, perhaps 
that was not altogether satisfactory even to the 
young man himself. A certain number of lies 
were necessary, of course. Or rather, let us 
deal gently with him, and call them — not lies, 
but — ^visionary circumstances called into being 
by the exigencies of the case, and employed 
necessarily as a background and plot to stand 
on for the new figure which now filled the 
place of George Banks in the scheme of the 
world. Grant that, under the conditions in 
which he was placed, a strict veracity would 
have been quixotic, and that a little new colour 
was excusable. The mischief is that when a 
man turns artist in that direction, he loses his 
sense of strict necessity, and seldom pauses at 
its boundaries. In brief, young George's hes 
were more than equal to the circumstances, 
and, led away by his new name, he had gone 
so far as to ask one or two people to give 
him a look-up at his brother's place in Staf- 
fordshire — Sir Sydney's place — ^Worley Hall. 
' Dear old Syd ' — so the good-natured youngster 
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was satisfied to call him — ^woiild be delighted to 
see any friend who had known him in America. 

This newly-discovered relationship with a 
wealthy English baronet made it necessary, if 
only for the dignity of the family, that the 
traveller should put up at a first-rate hotel. 
One or two of his travelling comrades were 
doing the same thing, and advised him to follow 
in their steps. He was knocking about for his 
health, and thought of taking a run across the 
prairies, and seeing if he couldn't get picked up 
in that way. And so, fairly afloat on the plea- 
sant rapids once again, he glided along quite 
gaily, with his laugh the briefest crackle of 
thorns, poor fool ! 

New York, like other places, is pleasant to 
men who have leisure and money. Our young 
friend engaged much in games of mingled chance 
and skill, and prospered so amazingly with the 
not very skilful but moneyed young Englishmen 
who had voyaged out with him, that his funds 
increased for the first month in spite of extra- 
vagances. But when at length they continued 
their travels and left him behind, he did begin 
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to think seriously about making a living. So 
many people already knew him in New York, 
that he could not possibly descend from his 
social pedestal in that city, and he felt that he 
must go farther afield. But whilst he con- 
sidered what it would be best to do, he hung 
on at the big hotel, where he amused himself 
by night at pool on an English table, and pretty 
generally won at it. One evening, before the 
usual party had assembled, a grave-looking man 
of middle age strolled in, and asked for a drink 
and a cigar. Being provided, the grave-looking 
man sat down and smoked peacefully, and now 
and then sipped at his liquor through a straw. 
George had seen the new-comer at table d'hote, 
but had never exchanged a word with him. 
The middle-aged man sat at one end of the 
table, and George at the other, and until now 
they had never encountered. 

' It's a fine evening, sir,' said George in his 
pleasant tenor voice, as he lounged resplendent 
on a settee facing the grave man's seat.' 

' That is so, sir,' said the grave man. 

* I suppose,' said the friendly George, ' that 
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your climate is pretty severe here in the winter 
time/ 

' Well, yes,' returned the other. * That is so/ 

George offered one or two other remarks 
of the same sort, and the two were gliding into 
talk, when some of the habitual pool-players 
came in and the game began. The grave man 
sat awhile and watched, until he had finished 
his drink and smoked out his cigar, when he 
arose and went away. Next afternoon George 
came across him again as he was leaning over 
the balcony with a cigar in his mouth and his 
hat tilted forward. 

'Beautiful day,' said the young English 
aristocrat. The grave stranger tilted his hat 
back, nodded seriously at George, flicked the 
ash from the end of his cigar, and went on 
smoking. By-and-by he spoke. 

' You are not long away from England, I 
believe, sir ? ' 

' Not quite half a year,' said George. That 
day seven weeks he had said farewell to the 
Chaplain. But there was no need to tell the 
stranger that ' 
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* I hope,' said the other with a singular mild 
gravity of face and voice, *that you won't 
charge me with eaves-dropping, but I heard 
you talking last night with those young gentle- 
men at the bilUard-table. You mentioned a 
place at home that I used to know very well 
when I was a lad.' 

' Indeed ? ' said young George carelessly. 
He fluttered a little at this, and flourished a 
scented handkerchief about his face to hide a 
momentary confusion. * You are an English- 
man? ' 

' Yes,' said the stranger with the same mild 
gravity ; * a South Stafford man/ 

* Indeed ? ' said George again, and blew his 
nose with violence. 

' Excuse me for asking,' said the stranger, 
* but I've been away now for a quarter of a 
century or thereabouts, and that's a long time. 
Has Worley Hall changed hands ? ' 

* Oh dear, no,' answered George. 

* Excuse me for asking, again,' pursued the 
stranger, *but I heard you speaking of your 
place, Worley Hall in Staffordshire, and I 
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didn't catch yoiir name. Since the old place is 
in the same hands, I needn't ask it. You're a 
Cheston, of course.' There the stranger's mild 
gravity gave way to a smile, and the smile was 
pleasant and inviting. 

' My name is Cheston,' said young George, 
with an approach to hauteur in his voice and 
manner. 

* So Sydney got married, did he ? ' said the 
stranger. 

' Sir Sydney is my brother,' replied young 
George. 

* Eh .? ' said the stranger with a new smile. 
' Did the old boy marry again ? I beg your 
pardon. But I should have thought you too 
old for that.' 

* My father remarried comparatively late in 
hfe,' said George, feeling very ill at ease under 
this examination. 

' Now, I should have thought,' resumed his 
companion, regarding him with candid friendly 
eyes, *that you were six-and-twenty at the 
least. And you can't be more than three-and- 
twenty, at that rate.' 
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' That is my age,' said George stiffly. Had 
he been the man he pretended to be, there was 
nothing in the stranger's manner at which he 
would or could have taken offence. Of course 
there are ways and ways of asking questions, 
but the grave man's way was provocative of 
trust, genial and frank, though always tinged, 
even when he smiled, with a look which no man 
ever wore whose hfe had not been crossed by 
some very considerable trouble. 

* I dare say,' said the stranger, * that you've 
heard Sir Sydney speak of me. He was 
the last man I shook hands with on leaving 
England. Allow me to offer you my card. 
My name's Bushell — Joseph Bushell. Your 
brother and I were at school together, and were 
great chums years ago.' 

George perforce took the proffered card 
and produced one of his own. 'Mr. George 
Cheston, Worley Hall, Staffordshire.' He felt 
singularly ill at ease, and would rather not have 
met an old friend of his brother s, though of 
course it was difficult to say so. 

* Thank you,' said the newly-made acquaint- 
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ance with tranquil heartiness, ' thank you. It 
does a man good to meet a face that comes out 
of the old country. You won't mind my asking 
you — ^will you ? — come and dine with me to- 
night, quietly. We'll go to Delmonico's and 
have a room to ourselves, and a good dinner 
and a good talk. Will you ? ' 

* Thanks/ said the impostor, ' I am pledged 
for to-night.' 

* Well, say to-morrow night. Come to my 
room now, if you've nothing else to do, and have 
a smoke and a talk and a glass of wine. Do ! ' 

There was nothing else to be done, and the 
long-lost Joe haled oflf his old chum's brother 
to his own sitting-room and there began to 
pump him. But first the impostor, desperately, 
feeling it needful to clear the ground a little for 
himself and to carry the thing ofi* with a good 
air, put one or two questions to him. 

* I think,' he said, crossing his legs negli - 
gently, and speaking with a society drawl, very 
well managed on the whole, * that I have heard 
Syd speak of you. You're a nephew of old 
George Bushell's, the great mine proprietor ? ' 
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' He wasn't a great mine proprietor in my 
time/ said Joe, gravely smiling again, ' but he 
was my uncle. He's alive ? ' 

* Oh yes,' said George, somewhat recovering 
his ease. * I know the old boy well.' 

* His brother Joe, my father,' asked Joe — 

* is he alive ? ' 

*No,' returned George, rather startled by 
this question. ' I've heard he died before I 
was bom. You didn't know that ? ' 

*No,' said the other gravely. *I didn't 
know it.' 

' You bolted ? ' said George, growing more 
and more inured to the situation. 

* Yes,' said Joe Bushell. * I ran away from 
home.' 

* You lost a pot of money by it,' said George 
easily. * I've heard Syd say that your governor 
left your Uncle George a quarter of a million.' 

' So much as that ? ' said Joe quietly. 
' Well, I'm glad Uncle George had it. He was 
a good old fellow was Uncle George.' He 
sighed inwardly and murmured to himself, 

* Poor old dad ! ' 
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* Eh ? ' said George. 

* Nothing. There are great changes in the 
place, I suppose ? ' 

* Great changes. Town Hall and Free 
Library in the High Street. Two or three new 
banks. The place grows, sir, rapidly.' 

' Ah ! No doubt — no doubt. Great 
changes — great changes.' 

His drooping head crushed his brown beard 
upon his breast, and his voice fell again into a 
murmur as he repeated, ' Great changes.' 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

There was a memory somewhere for Joe 
BusheU in the face of his new acquaintance 
Mr. -George Cheston, his old companion's 
younger brother — a suggestion which touched 
him curiously, perplexing him the while. It 
was not a memory of Cheston, for the young 
man was not like Cheston in the least. Was 

it ? no— Hang it! What ws^ it? They 

could never have met before, of course, and 
yet Joe was certain that he had seen the face 
somewhere. The fact was that the young 
scoundrel was unworthily hke his mother, and 
that it was his resemblance to her which at 
once attracted and puzzled his father. Joe 
felt, but could not trace, the likeness — could 
not identify it with anybody ; but his heart 
warmed to the youngster. 

*And so,' he said, 'my uncle's a great 
mine-owner, is he ? ' 
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* One of the richest men in the district/ said 
George, pulling away at one of his host's cigars. 
* This is good tobacco.' He was not going to 
be over-interested in the conversation, having a 
general notion that a gentleman born and bred 
ought to be really interested in nothing which 
does not concern himself. Not to admire was 
all the art he knew. 

' I suppose he's still a bachelor ? ' 
' Quite superior to feminine blandishments, 
I fancy,' said George. ' One couldn't fancy 
him making love under any sort of circum* 
stances.' 

* No,' said Joe, lingering on the word. ' I 
suppose not. Has everybody quite given me 
up for dead on that side the water, do you 
know ? ' He put this question with ajshort 
laugh which had no merriment in it, whatever 
other feehng might be there. 

'Well,' answered George, casting himself 
luxuriously back in his chair and blowing a 
lazy cloud, * I'm almost inchned to think they 
have. Syd has, I know.' 

' It was an odd old place, as I remember it,' 
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said Joe after a little pause. * There used to 
be a lot of queer buildings about — ^gables and 
dormer windows, and so on. I suppose that's 
all changed ? ' 

*Yes/ said George, his mind recurring to 
the Saracen, of whose altered condition he was 
of course unconscious. His companion struck 
his very thought. 

* Their notions of an hotel in that part of 
the world used to be primitive,' said Joe, 
approaching the ground he wanted to get at 
with great caution. * I suppose they haven't 
got to this pitch even yet ? ' — waving his hand 
abroad as he spoke. 

* Not exactly,' George replied. 

* The Saracen's Head was one of the oldest 
of those places in my time,' said Joe with 
apparent carelessness. ' Do you know it ? 

George was blowing his nose again, and 
looked up a little flushed, perhaps by the 
violence of the exertion. 

* I beg pardon ? ' 

* The Saracen's Head,' said Joe again, * Is 
it standing yet ? ' 
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' The Saracen ? ' said George with counter- 
feited reverie. ' The Saracen ? ' 

Joe helped him to the topographical lines, 
and added : 

* Old Sir Sydney, your father, always pulled 
up there for a glass of home-brewed when he 
rode over to the petty sessions, Wednesdays 
and Saturdays.' 

' Ah, yes ! I know it now,' said George with 
a creditably realistic air of sudden remem- 
brance. ' Syd calls there sometimes in the 
same way. Yes, yes. I know it. Of course.' 
Before he had become altogether too grand a 
young man, he had indeed served with his own 
hands that glass of home-brewed the genial 
baronet loved. He bore the unexpected turn 
the talk had taken with great sang-froid^ after 
the first inquiry had been made and answered. 

' I used to be there a good deal myself,' 
said Joe, * when I was a youngster. They had 
the first biUiard-table there that ever was 
introduced to that part of the world. Old 
Banks used to keep it — ^Daniel Banks. 1 
suppose he's gone, too ? ' 
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* I fancy not,' said George. ' I believe he 
has retired. Some family troubles, I think I 
heard.' 

He felt his coolness under fire to be creditable 
to him. 

' Family troubles ? * asked Joe. 

' I don't know, I'm sure,' George answered, 
yawning a little, as if the conversation bored 
him. But his companion was casting about in 
his mind how to get further, and the by-play 
was lost upon him. 

' When I was a lad,' said Joe, hardening his 
heart for the leap, ' I used to think old Daniel's 
daughter the prettiest girl in the world. You 
don't know whom she married, do you ? ' 

* Married ? ' said George, thrown off his 
guard for a second. 

* Yes,' answered the other — ' married.' 

* You don't mean ? Confound it — 

what's the woman's name ? — ^Dinah ? ' 

' Yes, I do,' returned Joe. ' She {married 
two or three-and-twenty years ago.' 

' I'll be hanged if she did,' said George with 
well-bred languor. * She's an old maid.' 
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* What ? ' cried Joe. Then moderating his 
voice and manner, ' My uncle wrote and told 
me she was married, if I'm not mistaken/ 

' 'Twasn't true, if he did/ said George, 
yawning outright this time. 

' I think you must be mistaken,' said Joe. 
' You must be.' 

' Sure I'm not,' said George, casting his arms 
abroad and gaping lazily. 

'But you scarcely remembered the house 
just now ^ ' 

' I remember it well enough now you call 
it to mind,' said George, recovering from his 
yawn. ' Syd used to call there, and he was a 
httle sweet on Dinah, too, in a quiet sort of 
way. No harm in it, you know, for I believe 
she's always been a deuced good sort of woman 
— ^religious, you know ; that sort of thing.' And 
the aristocratic youth yawned again, stretching 
forth his arms with luxurious abandonment. 
Perhaps, had his companion had a reason for 
watching, he might have caught a tone of 
tremor in the young rascal's voice, and have 
thought the want of interest overdone. 
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*Not married r said Joe in a bewildered 
way. ' Then, why the deuce should my uncle 
George have said she was ? ' 

' Made a mistake, I suppose,' said George, 
more languid and fine-gentlemanlike than ever. 
' Tell you what makes me so sure about it. 
Day I left Liverpool I met old Bushell — beg 
your pardon — ^mean your uncle, you know — 
and he told me, just as a scrap of local news^ 
that old Banks had retired, and that he and 
Miss Banks — what's her name.^^ — Dinah — had 
gone away and left the place.' 

Joe had his reasons for the disguise of 
emotion too. George, in his cunning, thought 
he saw it all. Joe Bushell and his sister would 
be contemporaries, and it was quite likely that 
young Joe had been in love with her. His 
uncle George had probably invented the fiction 
of the marriage to prevent young Joe from 
making a bad match. It was not easy for him 
to think that a man so forgiving and generous 
could have told the He in order to secure a 
hold of young Joe's fortune. It came easy 
to him to think ill of people as a rule, but he 
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could not yet think any great evil of his bene- 
factor. 

And as for Joe himself, he had cherished 
in his own heart so long the memory of Uncle 
George's ancient kindness that it was almost 
impossible to begin a new estimate of the 
man at this time of day. When he was 
friendless and alone, his uncle had sought him 
out and had given him a hundred pounds — 
a generous gift — a sum not lightly to be given 
away by anybody to a mere runaway young 
rascal of a nephew. Why should he have 
written to tell him that Dinah Banks had 
married? 

' She was a very pretty girl,' said Joe, clear- 
ing his throat with difficulty. ' I should have 
thought she'd have had heaps of chances.' 

* Ye-es/ returned George, rising and stroll- 
ing to a window. ' I think I've heard so. But 
she's a middle-aged woman now, you know, and 
rather out of my line. I'm told Syd used rather 
to rave about her.' 

Faithful to him ! Faithful to him after aU, 
through all these heavy years ! It would have 
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gone ill with errant Joe indeed, if there had 
been no heart-ache in the thought. 

It is worth noticing, as a fact in the consti- 
tution of humanity at large, that whether I do 
my duty well or ill, or howsoever you do yours 
or leave it undone, we both alike expect the 
outer world to do its duty, to be faithful in the 
performance of its promises, and long-suflfering 
in respect to injury, and generally to act up to 
a standard which we acknowledge to be beyond 
our reach. And, in like fashion, Joe had felt 
keenly at the time that Dinah might have 
waited a little longer. He acknowledged his 
own unworthiness with constant and deep abase- 
ment, but she might have been worthier. Out of 
that mood he had grown into excuses for her and 
explanations, and he had found a self-tormenting 
pleasure in thinking of her as a married woman 
with her family growing up about her, and him- 
self a mere dim remembrance in her mind. 

It had not all gone smoothly with the 
callow- whiskered, blue-eyed, foolish lad who left 
home in so undignified and unmanly a fashion 
so many years ago. 
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Nobody ever told a story completely — ^not 
even a Chinese dramatist. For on every 
character in any story the influences of a 
whole world are pouring every day, and the 
most painstaking of chroniclers must let some 
things be taken for granted. I cannot do more 
than indicate young Joe's history here. If you 
want to appreciate the outer changes which 
have come upon him, think of the alterations 
time has worked on any young fellow you may 
have known five-and-twenty years ago. A 
lithe figure grown set, a figiu'e but an eagle's 
talon in the waist grown portly, a smooth face 
Hned and bearded, an open brow corrugated, 
locks crisp and curled and golden turned to a 
darker shade and streaked with grey, and 
may-be a little thinned at top. Young Joe, 
whose folly was the fount and origin of this 
history, has lost his claim to the distinctive 
epithet, and is young no more. 

I have never sought to conceal from 
myself my opinion of his conduct. He acted 
badly, criminally, like a fool. I know it. I 
admit it. But there are men whose failings 
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we condone, whose follies we forgive, whose 
sins we pity. Let young Joe be of them. He 
was sinned against as well as sinning. Women 
who read this story will probably be hard 
upon him in their judgments — and will be 
right, beyond a doubt. But many years of 
poverty and remorse are in themselves hard 
judgment on a man ; and he had suffered, as 
you and I do when we misbehave ourselves ; 
and had grown wiser and better, as you and I 
sometimes fail to do. 

The long-errant Joe has sinned and suffered 
and amended. Let us take him back again to 
friendship. 

The story of a wild, disjointed life such as 
he had lived most of these years of absence 
would hardly pay for telling here. He did a 
hundred things for a living, and throve at none 
of them, until he got a berth aboard a river 
steamer, and after two or three years became 
a river pilot. Then, having in the course of 
two or three years more saved a little money, 
he went westward to Frisco, and there started 
a store in partnership with another Englishman, 
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who was loud at morning, noon, and night 
with denunciations of American dishonesty. 
When they had made a nice little pile together, 
this true-bom Briton took advantage of a fever 
from which his partner suffered, and realising 
the whole estate, he fled, taking ship for Hong- 
Kong, and leaving Joe behind him, friendless, 
delirous with fever, and without one cent to 
chink against another. At this terrible junc- 
ture turned up a bearded rufiian, by name 
MacKane, who, by way of giving his own life- 
history the he, nursed the stranger through his 
fever, and saw him back to health again. 
MacKane had money, and thought well to 
invest it. He trusted Joe at sight, after the 
curious manner of his kind, and the two started 
a store on the old lines — Joe finding knowledge 
of the business, and MacKane providing the 
stock. The two throve amazingly in their 
business, and went in for land-jobbing with 
equal success. Then MacKane, who was a 
noble fellow but a confirmed rowdy, fell sick 
of a revolver bullet and died, bequeathing 
everything to his partner. And so from small 
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things to big, and from big to bigger, progressed 
Joe Bushell, and he was now here in New York 
to arrange the sale of a considerable property 
in a western town on the great Pacific line ; a 
man firmly established on a broad business 
bottom, and highly respected by all who knew 
him — ^first for his dollars (dollars provide the 
shortest cut to judgment), and next for his 
sterling and blameless private character. 

He had quite made up his mind to end his 
days in the country of his adoption, and was 
resigned to see England no more. But this 
most strange news of Dinah put all his resolu- 
tions out of joint. He could see now that he 
was in reality a thousand times as criminal as 
he had thought himself, self-condemning as his 
thoughts had always been. Not happy, not for- 
getful, not married and comforted by the love 
of children, but hving to a cold and long-since 
widowed middle age. Ah ! that made a differ- 
ence. He tried to picture her as she would be 
after so long a space ; but could do nothing 
but recall her as she said, ' No, Joe, no ; you 
couldn't have the heart to leave me ! ' And 
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then again : ' Go, and God bless you, my own 
dear, dear, ever dearest Joe ! ' And then 
again : ' Will you let me keep ray marriage 
Hues ? ' His last failure towards her ! And 
then th^ waving hand, the tear-soiled face, the 
pretty figure in white muslin, and the demurely- 
coquettish straw hat ! He heard and saw 
again, though it was all so old and far away. 

Meantime, as Joe sat unconsciously smok- 
ing, with the voice of his youth's wife in his 
ears and her form in his eyes, his visitor stood 
at the window congratulating himself, in spite 
of a faint conscientious qualm, on the success 
of his assumption of his character. It was an 
odd chance which had thrown him into the 
company of a relative of his late employer's ; 
but the association was not likely to last long, 
and might be turned to some advantage while 
it lasted. For Joe, though five-and-twenty 
years since a runaway from home, had now a 
look of solid and settled prosperity, and his 
being in this swell hotel at all argued him 
feirly well-to-do* These Bushells had a knack 
of making money ; and this one, so George 



203 JOSE PITS COAT. 

argued naturally enough, would scarcely have 
spoken lightly of that lost quarter of a million, 
unless he himself had been well provided for. 
When a man is able to say of so vast a sum, 
'I am glad somebody else has it,' because 
somebody else is a good fellow, it argues pros- 
perity on his own part. 

Joe, emerging from his reflections, broke in 
upon this reverie. 

'When do you think of going back to 
England, Mr. Cheston ? ' 

* Well, I am not at all decided,' said George, 
turning round upon him. ' I've been thinking 
of getting on for the prairies, or perhaps 
of seeing what sport the Dominion has to 
show.' 

' What do you say to a run across to San 
Francisco ? ' asked Joe. ' I'm settled there, 
and I'm thinking of taking a run over to the 
old country after going home to set things 
straight. Will you come across with me ? 
You'll get a good view of the continent, and we 
can make a stay here and there if you like. 
I am not in any hurry, and I'm so pleased at 
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meeting a man from the old place that I shall 
really take it as a favour if you'll come.' 

' Why, thank you/ said the impostor ; 
' you're very kind. I should hke the journey 
amazingly.' The magnitude of the hotel bill 
had begun to frighten him. At the rate at 
which he was going, his resources would not 
last long. 

So the thing was settled, and, whilst Joe 
waited for the arrangement of his business in 
New York, the two saw a good deal of each 
other. The prosperous trader was free with 
his money, and whatever they did together he 
paid for — an arrangement which met George's 
views to a hair, though he made a conventional- 
propriety struggle in pretence of a desire to 
disturb it now and then. When Joe had 
known old Sir Sydney and his son, the family 
had not been wealthy, and he liked the young 
fellow none the less that he did not seem quite 
reckless in his expenditure. A man who took 
a liking for people readily, Joe soon bred a 
fancy for his companion, and was never weary 
of talking with him about the old place, and 
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the people he had known. He gave the young 
man an insight into his own experiences, and 
told him candidly of his first hard struggles in 
the land of his adoption ; and he played, in 
short, the part of guide, philosopher, and friend 
to him. 

They had known each other for a fortnight 
or thereabouts, when Joe turned upon the 
youngster and said : 

' Look here, Cheston. I can ask a favour 
of your brother's brother, I know, and I am 
going to do it; 

' Certainly,' said young George, not quite in 
comfort. Was Bushell not so well-to-do as he 
had thought him ? 

* I've told you abeady that I have an idea 
of running over to England. As you say, 
everybody no doubt thinks me dead and done 
for ; but I want to have a look at the old place, 
and I don't want it to be talked about. You 
needn't tell anybody that you met me here 
when you go back again. You can tell Syd, 
if you like ' — ^he had fallen into George's way 
of speaking of his old friend — * and I think it's 



JOSEPWS COAT. 211 

more than likely I shall call upon him. But 
when a fellow's been away as long as I have, 
there's a sort of shamefacedness about goirtg 
back again, and I'd rather that nobody knew 
anything about it. I dare say it's a bit senti- 
mental, but you won't say anything about me, 
wiU you ? ' 

' Decidedly not, since you wish me not to,' 
returned George. 

' I'm not in a — in a downright hurry,* Joe 
continued, ' and I have a good many things to 
see to before I can start.' He was curiously 
reluctant to go back, and yet he felt that he 
could not help himself. To return to Dinah 
and offer her the fag-end of his life seemed base 
and cruel. She thought him dead. Let her 
think him so. It would be brutal to disturb 
her peace again at this late hoiu*. And, even 
if he went at all, he longed for some com- 
panionship, however slight, some living tie with 
the home he had deserted. * Do you think we 
can manage to go back together ? ' 

' In how long ? ' asked George. 

' Well, when you like, in reason,' Joe 

p 2 
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answered. ' Say I shall be able to start in three 
months' time : would that suit you ? ' 

' Yes, I think so/ said George. It would 
be easy to dodge the fellow at the finish, and 
three months was a lift, certainly. If he could 
only rely upon a part of it, it would be some- 
thing. * That will suit me very well.' 

' We could go to Syd together,' Joe sug- 
gested. 

* Yes, of course,' replied George, with an 
inside vacuum at the fancy. 

Matters being thus arranged, and Joe's 
business being shortly afterwards prosperously 
settled, they paid their bills — making a con- 
siderable inroad on George's reserves — and 
took the cars. They broke the journey here 
and there, and made it last them three weeks 
from start to finish. From the hour of leaving 
New York, Joe took upon himself the part of 
host, and insisted upon paying for everything. 
George could scarcely disguise the shock to his 
feelings which the bill at the great hotel 
afforded ; and Joe, observing his discomfiture 
at that moment, was resolute in not permitting 
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him to spend a dollar anywhere upon their joint 
expenses. This was comfortable ; but, like 
other conditions in life, George found that his 
association with Mr. Joseph Bushell had its 
drawbacks. Joe made him keep a diary of his 
journey for Sir Sydney's perusal, and was 
always badgering George to write to him, and 
giving him messages, and pledging him to 
pledge dear old Syd to secresy. And at last, 
on reaching San Francisco, Joe took the matter 
into his own hands. 

' I say, Cheston, about that letter you're 
always promising to write to Syd. Do it now, 
there's a good fellow. Come now, here's pen, 
ink, and paper. We'll arrange what to say 
about our meeting and about my going over to 
England.' 

* Leave a fellow alone a Uttle while after 
dinner,' said George. 

' I notice,' said Joe seriously, * that you're 
a dilatory fellow, Cheston. Now — ^I mean it 
in a friendly way, I assure you — ^that's bad. 
Procrastination is one of the worst habits a 
young fellow can form. Come, now.' 
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He stood with a pen in one hand inviting 
George to come forward, and after a moment's 
pause secured obedience. 

'Here,' said George, taking the pen and 
seating himself, *tell a fellow what to say/ 
He feigned a little touch of sulkiness to hide 
his embarrassment. 

*Very well,' said Joe. 'Put down the 
date and all that; now, "My dear Syd," cr 
*' My dear Brother," or however you write to 
him.' 

* " My dear old Syd," said George, sulkily 
writing. 

* Very well. " My dear old Syd, — I have 
the very strangest news to give you. I am 
writing this letter under the roof of an old 
schoolfellow and friend of yours, Joe Bushell. 
I found him out almost by accident in New 
York. I told him that you had long since given 
him up for dead and buried. He was awfully 
glad to see a face from the old country, and 
especially a brother of yours. He was immensely 
siurprised to learn who I was, and had no idea 
that the governor had married a second time. 
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He has prospered very much out here, and 
thinks of running over with me to England, so 
that you must expect to see us both together. 
You will remember the circumstances under 
which he left home, and will understand what 
I am now about to ask. Pray say nothing, 
about his projected visit. He is just coming 
over to see old places and one old friend — 
yourself. He does not intend to make himself 
known to anybody else. He desires me to put 
this to you with all needful strength, and of 
course in saying that I have said more than 
enough. He sends his most friendly regards. 
I will advise you of the probable time of our 
arrival." — ^All that down ? ' 

' Yes,' said George, ' it's all down.' 

' Very well. Now you can go on with your 
own afiairs.' 

' Oh, that's enough for a letter,' cried the 
young man with an air of disgusted fatigue; 
' I hate letter-writing.' 

' All right,' said Joe. ' Close up as soon as 
you Uke.' 

' " I am," ' murmured George, scrawling 
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away, *"my dear old Syd, your affectionate 
brother, — George." ' 

'Here's an envelope: address it,' said Joe, 
almost hilarious in manner. He was thinking 
of Dinah all the time, thinking with much 
bitter self-upbraiding, and it needed some 
bustle to keep his heart up. 

' " Sir Sydney Cheston, Bart.," ' murmured 
George, as he dashed off the address in a 
sprawling and imclerkly hand, ' " Worley Hall, 

Staffordshire, England." ' 

' That's right,' said Joe, pulKng at the bell. 
' Post that at once,' he said, handing the letter 
to the maid who entered in answer to the 
summons. *And now,' he cried, throwing 
himself into a chair and looking across at 
George with a face of resolve, ' I'm bound to 
go. I wanted to go, and I couldn't make 
my mind up ; and now I've done it, because 
a promise is a promise, and the thing's 
arrange cl.' 

The actual writer of the letter was not 
quite at ease, but he consoled himself with the 
reflection that Sir Sydney Cheston's amazement 
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in Staffordshire could not greatly affect him in 
the United States. George wasn't going back 
to England, if he knew it. He sate half- 
listening to his host's anticipations and plans, 
half-thinking out his own scheme for dropping 
his host at the right point. He was fully made 
up on that easily-dedded question of going 
back to England. The fear of recognition was 
multiplied there a thousandfold; here it was 
minimised. And, besides that, America was 
undoubtedly a better place to get on in than 
England. 

But, in spite of these excellent reasons for 
avoiding England, he was doomed to go there ; 
and a chain of events, which may be very 
briefly summarised, dragged him thither with 
a force beyond all his powers of resistance. 
First link : — in the absence of his host at 
business, young George went gambling. Second 
link: — he lost, and was absolutely cleaned 
out. Third : — he was compelled by Joe's 
discovery to admit the truth. Fourth: — Joe 
paid for his passage by the cars to New York, 
and for his passage by the steamer to Liver- 
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pool; and, detecting an extraordinary and 
inexplicable desire on the young man's part to 
cut and run, he watched him hke a hen with 
one chicken, and gave him no opportunity for 
escape. 

So they landed in Liverpool together ; and 
behold, whilst Joe was looking after the 
luggage, young George made a bolt with a 
solitary portmanteau, which belonged not to 
himself but to his host; and Joe, to his 
amazement and chagrin, was left to face Great 
Britain alone. He was both mortified and 
bewildered, for it did not yet occur to him 
that his chance acquaintance was a pretender. 
He decided at last that his old chum Cheston 
kept a tight hand upon this younger brother, 
and that the lad was afraid to face him after 
his American extravagances. 

' But he must have thought poorly of me,' 
said Joe, a little bitterly, * to fancy that I 
should split upon him.' 
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CHAPTEK XXIII. 

The terrible text ate deep into old George's 
heart ; but remorse is not penitence, and he 
suffered all the unholy pangs of the one, and 
had none of the blessed pains of the oth^. 
He was not even safe from detection ; and it 
is possible that if he had been, the fires of 
conscience would have burned less dreadfully. 
He was getting to be old, and, what with his 
troubles and advancing age, he began to suffer 
pains and disabilities which were hard to bear. 
Eating and drinking used to be pleasant, and 
were so no longer. To a stupid man like old 
George it is hard to lose the pleasures of the 
table ; much harder than for another who has 
sources of enjoyment outside the range of the 
coarser senses. He had been used to work 
hard and to sleep soundly, and now work had 
no relish and night no rest worth talking of. 
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Altogether, his road was thorny and full of 
fears. 

Things went on for two or three weeks in 
pretty much the old fashion, when one day, as 
he sat alone in liis private room, pipe in mouth, 
staring at the fire, a knock came to the outer 
door, and a minute later his housekeeper 
followed her own tap, and came in with a 
visiting-card pinched between finger and thumb 
in a comer of her apron. 

'A gentlemen to see you^ sir,' said Mrs. 
Bullus. 

' Show him in,' said the old man, and took 
the card uninterestedly. It fell from his 
fingers as he read ' Mr. John Keen, Solicitor, 
Wrethedale.' 

He groped darkly on the floor to recover 
it, and seemed to grope darkly in his own 
mind to discover a meaning for it. John Keen 
entered ; and the old man, still feeling blindly 
for the card, looked up at him, with a face 
reddened by stooping, and lack-lustre eyes. 

' Good day, Mr. Bushell,' said John, with 
formal pohteness. 
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George ceased his blind search for the card 
and sat up, breathing somewhat thickly. 

' Good day, Mr. Keen. Take a cheer. To 
what am I indebted ? ' 

' I do not suppose you will find me a 
welcome visitor, Mr. Bushell, when you know 
my business. You may remember a statement 
made to you with regard to the identity of 
your late private secretary/ 

* Eh ? ' said old George. ' Say that again ! ' 

'On the day on which you gave George 
Banks into custody,' said John, slowly and 
distinctly, ' you received a visit from the lady 
who was supposed to be his sister.' Old George 
said nothing, not having it in him to say any- 
thing just then ; but he glared at his visitor 
with fishlike eyes, in which there was no specu- 
lation. ' She told you the real nature of the 
relationship between them, and you professed 
to disbelieve her.' 

' I said it was a pack o' lies,' said the miser- 
able old rascal, ' an' I say so now.' 

' Very well, Mr. Bushell,' said John, business- 
like. 'I am a lawyer, as you know. I am 
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engaged by Mrs. Joseph Bushell to proceed 
against you for the recovery of her rights, and 
I am in a position to prove her claim. Here/ 
said John, producing a pocket-book and leisurely 
opening it, ' is a copy of the certificate of mar- 
riage between your nephew Joseph and Miss 
Dinah Banks, solemnised at Waston Church. 
Whatever property your brother Joseph pos- 
sessed at his death was, in the absence of her 
husband, legally hers, and is still legally hers. 
There is no difficulty in the world as to the 
completeness of the proof, and I should advise 
you to make a judicious surrender.' 

' Oh ! ' said old George with a heavy jeer, 
though his heart was muffled and his head w^as 
whirling, ' you'd advise me to mek a judicious 
surrender, would you ? That ain't cool at all, 
that ain't. Is it ? Oh, dear me, no ! ' 

' Mr. Bushell,' said John, copying a line from 
poor dear Sir Eoger's torturer-in-chief, ' perhaps 
you would be surprised to hear that the original 
certificate of the marriage has been stolen from 
the register at Waston Church ? 'The old man's 
jaw dropped ; he laid a hand on each arm of his 
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chair, and made as if to rise; but his limbs 
refused to obey him, his face turned purple, and 
the veins in his temple stood out like cords. 
' Excuse me for a moment,' said John, and, 
rising, he opened the door. ' Come this way,' 
he called to some one outside. 

The sexton entered, twirling his hat in both 
hands, and looking amazingly uncomfortable. 

'Is this the gentleman who cameto Waston 
Church a week or two ago, and asked to look 
at the register of marriages ? ' 

' That's the gentleman, sir,' said the sexton. 

' Is this the gentleman who gave you a shil- 
ling to drink with ? — the gentleman whom you 
left alone in the vestry whilst you went out to 
get a pint of beer ? ' 

' Yes, sir,' said the sexton ; * that's the gentle- 
man, sir.' 

' It's a pack o' hes ! ' cried the wretehed old 
man, struggling to his feet. ' As sure as there's 
a Heaven above us, I never set eyes o' the man 
afore in all my born days. I'll tek my oath on 
it.' A judgment? A sudden judgment from 
the Heaven he had invoked so wickedly ? His 
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head swam round and round ; he felt with wan- 
dering hands for a support, and found none ; 
there were splashes of alternate ink and j&re in 
the silver mist which shut out everything about 
him ; his muffled heart strove to beat as if the 
struggle would burst it. But he was desperate 
despite these fears. * I swear it/ he stammered, 
groping blindly. ' It's a pack o' lies ! ' 

He had only time once more to feel, with 
an access of his pains and terrors, that he had 
anew defied the threatened judgment, when 
down he went with a crash, striking the back of 
his head against the fender. John fell upon him, 
dragged him on to the hearthrug, tore off his 
stock, and, with one nervous effort, ripped his 
shirt open from collar to waistband. The old 
man had been drinking again ; and the lawyer, 
seeing a carafe of water on the table, seized it, 
and began vigorously to splash at George's face. 

' Eing the bell,' he said to the sexton. The 
man, who was horrified at the result of his 
identification of old George, fumbled at the 
bell-pull for nearly half a minute before he could 
command his trembhng fingers, when he rang 
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such a peal as brought the housekeeper in with 
a rush and an excited whirl of petticoats. ' Your 
master has fallen down in a fit/ said John, still 
dashing water into the unconscious face. ' Send 
for a doctor, without a minute's loss of time.' 
Mrs. Bullus rushed from the room, screaming 
*Jane!' and, the maid appearing, despatched 
her, with a flea in her ear. Jane fled weeping 
and breathless, and by good hap being recog- 
nised by the medical man was followed by him. 
For what with breathlessness and the terror and 
resentment inspired by the housekeeper's unpro- 
voked assault upon her, the maid was speechless. 
Tlie doctor appeared, somewhat winded, for he 
was a man of rather pursy habit, and unused to 
the display of pedestrian power. 

' Hillo, Keen!' he gasped. *You here? 
What's the matter ? ' He was kneeling by old 
George's unconscious figure before the question 
was answered. 

' I brought him very disturbing private news,' 
said John, kneehng beside the surgeon and speak- 
ing in a low tone, ' and he has had a fit over it.' 
' We must get him to bed,' said the surgeon r 
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and by his orders a sheet was procured and with 
some difficulty got under old George's solidly 
made frame. John Keen lifted at one side and 
the sexton at the other. The surgeon took the 
patient's head and the housekeeper his legs, and 
in this order they stumbled up-stairs with him, 
and laid him down. Then all but the surgeon 
and the housekeeper waited without to know 
the skilled man's verdict, and by-and-by it came. 
Whether severe or shght the doctor was not yet 
certain ; but there was concussion of the brain, 
and old George would see to no business, how- 
soever important, for a while to come. 

' I suppose I needn't tell you,' said John to 
the sexton, ' that it will be a great deal wiser in 
you to hold your tongue than to talk about these 
things.' 

' / shan't say nothink,' replied the sexton. 

John had no other reason for secrecy than 
his desire to keep Dinah's name out of the public 
mouth ; but his caution was not wasted on the 
sexton, who was more than a little timid as to 
the possible result of his own share in the matter. 
When once the yoimg lawyer had written to 
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Dinah, apprising her of Mr. Bushell's sudden 
illness and its result of delay, he found time hang 
heavily on his hands. He had no desire to en- 
counter any of his old acquaintances just then, 
so he went into Birmingham, and putting up at 
an hotel there, awaited the doctor's decisive 
opinion on the case. He blamed himself for the 
precipitancy with which he had brought old 
George to bay, and told himself that he might 
much more reasonably have explained the evi- 
dence to him. In short, like other people, he 
felt wiser after the event than he had been before 
it. 

Two or three days went by, and the doctor 
was not sanguine. Mr. Bushell had no relatives 
to consult ; and the medical man, acting on his 
own initiative, brought in a great physician from 
the neighbouring great town. The physician 
was no more sanguine than the surgeon ; and, 
after lingering for a week, John went back to 
Wrethedale, leaving instructions with the sur- 
geon to wire to him in case of any decisive 

^Iter^ttion either way. Being arrived at home, 

I' 

he haistened to inform Dinah of his return, and 

o2 



228 JOSEPITS COAT. 

she called upon him within an hour of her 
receipt of his message. He laid her marriage 
certificate in her hands, and explained the whole 
result of his journey. Dinah turned pale and 
shook a little as she read through the document, 
but she did not say much. 

' It was a pity I didn't know o' this before, 
Mr. Keen.' That was all. 

'A great pity,' said John, commiserating all 
her troubles. ' But there is no doubt of your 

legal title to the property, and no doubt that 
you will get it.' 

She took the certificate home and showed it 
to Ethel, who kissed her for sole congratulation. 
It was not easy for Ethel to congratulate Dinah 
upon anything yet, though she read the mother's 
heart and sympathised with her. The days went 
on, and no decisive news came of old George's 
state. John learned that he had recovered par- 
tial consciousness, and that he seemed to have a 
half-memory of the fact that some trouble had 
befallen him. But out of this state, so the doc- 
tor s letters said, he had slipped back again into 
complete oblivion, and it was, and would be for 
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a long time to come, impossible to rouse him to 
the discussion of any afiairs, howsoever import- 
ant they might be. The doctor s letters, indeed, 
though cautiously expressed, seemed to lead to 
the conclusion that old George would never 
attend to business any more. In course of time 
that view was partly disproved, but for the pre- 
sent there was nothing to do but wait. The 
criminals sentence had more than half its time 
to run, and before he could be freed it was ten 
to one the matter w^ould be decided in some way. 

So on that side afiairs necessarily stood over. 
Far away in New York the released convict had 
encountered his father, and had gone away to 
San Francisco with him, and had returned to 
England — against his will — ^with him, and had 
finally deserted him at Liverpool before old 
George was fit to be spoken to, or had clearly 
recalled to mind the cause of the mischief which 
had come upon him. 

Never in his life had Joe Bushell felt so for- 
lorn as when he stood alone, after the lapse of 
more than five-and-twenty years, on English 
soil ; not even when for the first time the sense 
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of conscious loneliness descended on him aboard 
ship. There were resolves in him then, and high 
hope, and he was going, in spite of all failings and 
follies behind him, to be a man, and to make a home 
for Dinah. And how had he fulfilled the pro- 
mise ? — ^how clung to the hope ? Bitter questions, 
that brought sad answers in an echo — ^How ? 

He had made a fortune ; not so much as he 
had left behind, not a fourth part so much, per- 
haps, yet still a fair handful of money : and of 
what use was it to him ? He ought to have 
known better than to believe in that story of 
Dinah's marriage. He ought to have returned 
to England — ^he ought never to have left home — 
he ought to have acted like a man, and not like 
a cad and a coward. 

There are few of us who have not played: 
the fool, few of us who have nothing to confess, 
nothing of which to be absolved by devout peni- 
tence, nothing to have scourged out of us by 
human forgiveness. But there are not many of 
us who for a quarter of a century have crushed 
a heart that ought to have been happy. And 
Joe was a good-hearted fellow, kindly and gen- 
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tie, always ready to do a kindness, and never, 
in spite of youth's hot blood, willing to damage 
anybody. He had begged pardon of the Eeve- 
rend Paul in his heart a thousand times, and of 
his old chum Cheston. And as for Dinah, she had 
been to him, notwithstanding her light forget- 
fulness, something quite outside the sphere of 
common things and common people. He had 
never fallen in love again, and had lived apart 
from her in such chastity as few men — very few — 
have a right to boast of. There was some selfish 
comfort there, perhaps. If he could get a sight 
of her, only for a moment, and could breathe to 
his own heart the words, ' I have been as faithfiil 
all these years to your remembrance as you have 
been to mine,' it might have something of a balm 
in it for the sore future which he saw before him. 
But, look at it as he might, life seemed a poor 
business. Tragedy, and folly, and common- 
place ! Commonplace, folly, and tragedy ! 

So he stood like an alien on English ground, 
and wislied himself back in his Western home 
again. Yet, being where he was, he must go 
on and fulfil his purpose. He wrote from an 
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hotel in Liverpool that night to Cheston, saying 
nothing yet of Master George's desertion of him, 
and, without waiting for an answer, he started. 

I have left you to fancy Sir Sydney Cheston's 
sensations on reading the letter of his soi-disant 
brother. Cheston's imagination, never very 
vivid, left him helpless at this time, and he was 
at first unable to conceive any possible circum- 
stances under which it could have been written. 

* What the dickens — ? ' he began, and stopped 
again, feeling — like the famous American — un- 
equal to the occasion. * Who the deuce ? ' 

he. began again, and again he failed. ' Why in 

the name of ! ' There was nothing big 

enough to conjure with in a case like this. It 
was the most bewildering and amazing thing he 
had ever met with in his lifetime. ' My dear old 
Syd ! ' and ' your affectionate brother, George ! ' 
The audacity of the confounded thing ! Who 
ever heard the like ? And all on a sudden he 
leaped at something very Hke the truth. Was 
Joe Bushell alive after all, and had he met some 
impostor out there who was trading on a good 
name, and who professed to be a brother of his ? 
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Weeks went by, and he heard no more of the 
matter until be received Joe's letter, when he 
instantly and impetuously wired to Liverpool 
and followed his telegram. But his old friend 
had started before the telegram was despatched, 
and the two had a day at cross purposes. The 
returned exile, leaving his traps at a Birmingham 
hotel, drove over to his friend's house, and 
learned from the butler that Sir Sydney had gone 
to Liverpool. Cheston about the same time 
found that Joe had left his hotel and had taken 
train for Birmingham. There was nothing for 
either of them but to turn back again, Joe leaving 
his temporary address in the butler s hands. 

Everything leads to something, and the 
baronet's impetuous rush hastened matters in 
relation to this history. John Keen was staying 
in the same hotel with the returned wanderer. 
Neither of them had ever seen the other, and 
neither had the thinnest ghost of an idea of the 
other's importance to him. John had received 
intelligence of a revival in old George, and was 
bent on taking advantage of it, if that were 
possible. 
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The two were alone, at the fall of a dismal 
and rainy evening, seated at extreme distance 
from each other in a big coffee-room, when in 
burst a man who glared round in the dusk of 
the place and went out again. 

* I beg pardon,' said the stranger, rising and 
advancing a step towards John Keen. ' Can 
you tell me if that was Sir Sydney Cheston ? ' 

' It was,' said John ; and the stranger made 
a dash after the baronet. 

' Cheston ! ' he shouted down the corridor. 

Back came the impetuous Cheston. 

' Who's that ? ' 

' Don't you know me ? ' asked the wanderer. 

' Let's have a look at you,' cried the baronet, 
dragging him to a window. ' By gad, it is you, 
after all ! Bushell, old man, I'm glad to see you. 
Confound it all, I am glad. Why, Joe, old 
boy, we'd given you up for dead this five-and- 
twenty years. Where have you sprung from ? 
Got a private room ? I should have known you 
anywhere ! — anywhere ! You're deuced little 
changed — deuced little. Have you dined? 
Where's the bell ? Well, I am glad to see you.' 
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Shaking hands the while, Cheston shouted 
this welcome at top of his cheery voice. Joe's 
eyes were a little dim and his throat was husky. 

' It does a fellow's heart good,' said Joe, * to 
see an old face again. How are you ? ' 

All this was in John Keen's hearing, and the 
young lawyer sat like one petrified. Here, then, 
was the wicked wanderer back again ! John 
had his theories, like other people ; and, from 
the moment when Dinah had completed her 
story, he had made up his mind about errant 
Joe. There was no doubt in his mind that 
young George got the black patch in his heart 
from his father. A better woman than Dinah, 
John confessed that he had never known. He 
would and could beheve no ill of her ; but he 
had a great faith in breed, and he believed that 
out of an honest father and mother came honest 
children, and no other. Thus, Dinah being in 
John's eyes a paragon of womanly virtues, and 
her son being an arrant rascal, it was necessary 
to suppose that the lad inherited his villany from 
his father. And the father had undoubtedly 
been a bad lot. He had left his wife widowed 
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all this time, had never written to her, never 
troubled his head about her, and, after inveigling 
her into a secret marriage to begin with, he had 
with low cunning carried away her marriage 
lines, and left her to bear the burden of a most 
undeserved and bitter shame. 

So John Keen, when the first shock of amaze- 
ment was over, made no ado about the matter, 
but, rising in cold wrath, he walked quietly along 
the room and tapped Joe on the shoulder. 

' Forgive me. Sir Sydney, for interrupting 
this meeting with an old friend.' 

' Hillo, Keen ! ' said Cheston. ' Didn't see 
you. How are you ? See you in an hour or 
two. I'm engaged just now.' 

' One moment,' said John. ' Are you,' turn- 
icg to Joe, ' the son of Joseph Bushell and the 
nephew of George Bushell ? ' 

*I am,' said Joe, speaking somewhat hardly, 
since he recognised hostility in the questioner's 
tone. 

* You ran away from home in eighteen-fifty ? * 

* I did, ' said Joe. ' What then ? ' 

' I have something for your private ear, sir, 
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which I will trouble you to listen to at your 
earliest convenience/ 

Cheston stared from one to the other. 

' May I ask you who you are, and what your 
business is ? ' inquired Joe, taking measure of his 
man through the dusk of the rainy evening. 

' My name is John Keen, and I am a solicitor. 
I reside at Wrethedale, the town to which (as 
perhaps you know) Daniel Banks and his 
daughter Dinah have retired.' 

'Cheston,' said Joe, looking a little grey, 
there's something in this — something that I 
ought to know at once. You know this gentle- 
man? ' indicated John. 

' Perfectly,' said the troubled Cheston, still 
staring from one to the other. * But what the 
dickens is it all about, Bushell ? ' 

' That I have to learn,' Joe answered. ' Wait 
a moment.' He crossed the room, rung the bell, 
and returned. 'How long,' he demanded of 
John, ' will it take you to make your communi- 
cation ? ' 

* Ten minutes,' said John in answer. 

' Very well,' said Joe ; and at that moment 
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the waiter entered. ' Waiter, show this gentle- 
man to a private room/ pointing to Cheston. 
* And, Cheston, you'll order dinner, won't you ? 
Let it be a good one,' he said with ill-assumed 
vivacity. 'Here! We'll leave it with the 
waiter. Get the best dinner you can as soon as 
you can. You'll excuse me for ten minutes, * 
won't you ? ' 

' Certainly,' said the Baronet, with his wel- 
come and jollity somehow chilled within him. 
' I'll go into the smoking-room. You'll find me 
there.' 

' Very good,' said Joe. * Dinner for two in 
a private room. Have a -fire, and make things 
cheerful. Plenty of candles. No gas. And 
get a good dianer, and be sharp about it. Now, 
sir, I am at your service. This way, if you 
please.' 

John followed, and Joe led the way into 
his bedroom. There he ht the gas, started a 
cigar, motioned John to a chair, and waited for 
him. He read enmity in the young man's 
manner, and was at a loss at pres3nt for the 
ground of it. 
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' A few months back,' began John, * I was 
made the repositary of a secret. A lady for 
whom I entertain a profoimd respect came to 
me, and on very weighty grounds confessed 
that the name she bore was not her own, and 
that she was not, as everybody who knew her 
supposed her to be, a single woman, but had 
long been married, and that the young man 
who passed as her brother was her son.' 

Joe's cigar went out, and he arose with a 
trembling hand to relight it. John went on. 

* The lady's husband had deserted her — it 
is no business of mine to express an opinion 
on the case, and I will deal only with the 
facts — a few months after marriage, and had 
promised, on their partings to send her the 
certificate of their marriage. He never sent it. 
She was ignorant of the world, and knew nothing 
of the law. She beheved that the want of the 
certificate illegitimised her child and annulled 
her marriage. Her mother shared in that beUef, 
and entered into a pious fraud with her by 
which, as they both supposed, the lady's honour 
would be saved. The child was bred as the 
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child of his grand-parents, and was brought up 
in ignorance of his father's existence.' 

Joe's cigar was out again, but he made no 
effort to relight it. 

' In time the boy's grandmother — ^supposed 
by all except her daughter to be his mother — 
died, and his mother, unable to claim or exert 
more than a sister's influence and authority, 
endured supreme unhappiness. The boy went 
to the bad, not at once, but gradually. He is 

at this hour ' Incensed as he was against 

the deserter of his wife, John needed all his 
heart to launch the blow. Joe's fictitious gaiety 
about the dinner had hardened him, and his 
knowledge of the bitter and undeserved agonies 
poor Dinah had endured made the loyal-hearted 
young lawyer almost pitiless to the man before 
him. And yet, Joe was not like an unfeeling 
scoundrel ; and if ever a bronzed and handsorae 
face looked troubled in the world, so did the 
face John looked at. Yet it was his clear duty 
to tell the tale at once, and bring this man 
home to a sense of his responsibihties. So he 
tried back, and struck straight out. After a 
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lengthy pause — ' He is, at this hour, in prison 
for forgery ! ' 

' My God ! ' cried Joe with a groan. This 
was his first news of the birth of his son, and 
it need scarcely be said that it was terrible. 
The agony in his voice hit the lawyer hard ; 
but he went on sternly, spurred by his parti- 
sanship for the sufiering woman and his anger 
at the husband's base neglect. 

* He was engaged,' said John, * as Mr. George 
Bushell's private secretary, and he signed the 
name " George Bushell " to a cheque for three 
hundred pounds. Had he known it, he was 
legally entitled to the name, and his mother was 
entitled to the money.* 

* Did he know it ? ' Joe asked almost wildly. 
There was a gleam of light there. 

' No,' answered John. ' He did not know 
it. But when the news of his arrest came to 
his mother s ears, she made an appeal to the 
prosecutor. She laid bare to him the secret 
of the prisoner's birth, and implored him not 
to send one of his own flesh and blood to 
prison and disgrace. He drove her from his 
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house insultiDgly, and refused credence to her 
story. The young man was tried, and sentenced 
to two years' imprisonment. Eleven months 
of that term, or nearly, have yet to expire/ 

* My God ! ' Joe groaned again, and burst 
on a sudden into weeping so wild and passionate 
that John was dumb before him. The punish- 
ment had come home, then — ^home. He — 
he deserved it all, and more than all ; and yet 
it was not his to bear, but hers. He had loved 
her, he had loved her. And this was what the 
white accusing unaccusing face had meant as it 
haunted his memory all these years. The 
little, innocent, gay maid — harmless, as harm- 
less as a dove, as unfitted to fight the world as 
a dove to fight with hawks — and he had left 
her to this terrible fate ! Incredible cruelty 
and baseness ! 

The storm raged itself out at last, and he 
arose from his knees. 

' Tell me,' he said brokenly, * whatever else 
there is to tell.' 

John spoke again, but in a changed voice. 

* Your wife confided her secret to one living 
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creature only — a young lady to whom your son 
was engaged to be married before the discovery 
of his crime/ 

The listener groaned anew, and once more 
John paused. 

* Go on/ said Joe ; * go on/ 

* Her friend advised her that the loss of the 
certificate was no bar to her right to whatever 
property her husband s father had died pos- 
sessed of ; and for the sake of her son — to save 
him from future temptation and misery — she 
determined to attempt to establish her claim. 
As a first step she went to Waston Church, and 
discovered that the register of her marriage had 
been abstracted/ 

* Abstracted ? ' 

* Abstracted ; stolen. Suspicion fell upon 
Mr. George Bushell, as the only person who 
had known the secret of the marriage, and the 
only person except your wife and son who was 
interested in it. It was discovered that he had 
been to the church to examine the register — 
that he had sent out the sexton with a gift of a 
shilling to get a drink of beer— and I confronted 
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him with the sexton. Before he had fairly 
heard the charge, he cried out that he had 
never seen the man before, and fell down in a 
fit, from the effects of which he has not yet 
recovered. His illness has stayed proceedings 
on our part, and your arrival may alter the 
complexion of things altogether. Mrs. Bushell, 
your wife, is strongly averse to any prosecution 
of Mr. George Bushell, and I do not think that 
any legal proceedings would have been neces- 
sary, in any case. As a matter of fact, we had 
hold enough upon him without having recourse 
to the law.' 

* My father,' said Joe, looking up with an 
awful face, ' made no will.' 

* He made no will, and in your absence 
his brother inherited everything. That has 
been a matter of common talk ever since I 
can remember.' 

' And my son is in gaol ? ' 

* Yes.' 

* Mr. Keen ! ' 
*Yes?' 

* Do me a favour. Dine with Cheston. 
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Tell him everything. The people tell me he 
is a magistrate. You can advise together. 
Are there any means of mitigating the sen- 
tence ? We might compel my uncle to join in 
an appeal to the authorities. Talk it over with 
Cheston. I will join you in an hour or two* 
Wm you do this ? ' 

' I will do what I can/ said John. 

Joe opened the door, and John Keen walked 
out of the room. His opinion of the runaway 
husband was not yet changed, but it was 
shaken. And whilst he dined with Sir Sydney, 
and, to that genial man's amazement, told the 
tale in full, Joe was kneeling in his own cham- 
ber, weeping, with such repentant and atoning 
tears as most men — God be thanked for it !— . 
have never had the need to shed. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

I HAVE said before, though without any special 
origiaaUty, that even a worm will turn. Young 
George found his companion's watchful and 
friendly benevolence intolerable. Escape be- 
came a necessity, and he fled. He was 
conscious of some meanness in it, and he knew 
that his promises of an amended hfe had scarcely 
been fulfilled. But then, all along, circum- 
stances had been against him. The change of 
destination and the change of name had been 
essentials, and who could have foreseen the 
dangers they carried in their train ? Not he. 
There was no comfort in the rogue's reflections 
on the reception Sir Sydney Cheston would be 
likely to give his guest, or on the questions 
which would be asked, and the answers which 
would perforce be given. For young George 
was one of those who hked to stand well in the 
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general opinion, and he was keenly sensitive to 
opinions adverse to himself, even when he was 
out of the way of them. To do him full justice, 
he thought what an ass he had been to gamble. 
Euchre and poker were not his form ; he knew 
next to nothing about them ; and if ever he 
played again at any game of mingled chance 
and skill, it should not be in a game in which 
he was a learner. And now, to get away from 
that importunate companion of his, he had been 
compelled to sacrifice his luggage, and had 
secured in exchange for it only a single port- 
manteau, the contents of which would probably 
be useless to him. 

A day or two before the voyage ended, 
George had approached his travelling com- 
panion* 

' I say, Bushell,' he had said, with a certain 
air of graceful regret and reluctance, * you've 
acted like a brick to me, and I'm quite ashamed, 
you know, to ask you for anything more. But 
old Syd is a pretty tough customer for a younger 
brother to deal with, and if I have to go to 
him for coin directly I get home I shall have a 
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wigging. I don't mind that so much, but he's 
a good fellow is Syd, and I don't want to vex 
him. Would you mind letting me have a 
tenner just to be able to sport a little money in 
front of him till I can square myself again ? ' 

' Of course, of course,' said Joe ; and 
produced a hundred-dollar bill, which George 
got cashed by the steward. So that, in spite 
of extravagances, he was not quite forlorn 
when he bolted from Joe's overwhelming 
benevolence. 

He did not care about going to any first- 
rate hostel here, lest Joe should find him 
asrain : and so he went to a third or fourth-rate 
house, and lay there perdu for a time until the 
coast should be clear. Then he took train for 
Newcastle, and hung about for a day or two, 
making faint eflTorts to obtain employment. 
These were attended with such ill results, in 
the way of inquiry after references and the 
like, that he gave them up in disdain. His 
little stock of money dwindled and dwindled. 
He was in debt at the house he stayed at 
beyond his means of paying, and, being 
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unreasonably bothered for his bill, he took a 
high tone with the landlord, and assured him 
with a lofty air that he was troubUng the 
wrong sort of man, that the remittances he 
expected would inevitably reach him on the 
morrow, and that he — ^young George — ^would 
never again use the landlord's house in any 
future visits he might make to the town. The 
landlord-7-half suspicious, but half imposed 
on — consented to wait yet another day ; and 
young George, surmising that in all probability 
the remittances were already at the bank, 
whilst his letters had been somehow delayed, 
went out to see, and forgot to go back again. 
Joe Bushell's portmanteau and its contents 
scarcely paid the landlord ; but they consoled 
him partly, and young George went upon his 
way. From Newcastle-on-Tyne to Durham, 
to begin with. Whilst his money lasted, he 
was not the man to deny himself ; so he ate a 
fair dinner, and even indulged in the luxury of 
a bottle of wine. Then, on the morrow, he 
discharged his bill, seeing no way to leave the 
house without having first gone through 
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that ceremony, and, being nearly cleaned out 
by this time and in a mood of some depression, 
he marched out of the town on foot. In a 
while, the weather clearing and the sun shining 
out with gaiety, his mood also cleared, and he 
went along with a sense of exhilaration. He 
fed at a little wayside public- house, and left 
the people impressed with the grandeur of his 
manners and his afiability. He wandered on, 
without aim or prospect, sometimes in absurd 
good spirits, sometimes gloomy. Days went 
by, and his last copper was gone ; his shirt-cuffs 
and collar had grown more than equivocal in 
aspect ; his beard had effected a stubbly 
growth ; his clothes seemed all the worse for 
their good origin, in their dustiness and seedi- 
ness ; his boots began to give way, and he was 
sinking fast into an abject look which suited 
his condition. But as yet no very terrible 
physical troubles had been encountered. The 
weather was mild and fine — ^unusually so for 
the season of the year ; and he wandered on 
in a dull contentment, crossed only now and 
then with a sense of the coming miseries and 
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the wickedness and folly of the past. He 
was really hungry, for the first time in his life ; 
and, nearing a town, he retired behind a hay- 
stack, took off his waistcoat, rolled it up into a 
bundle, buttoned his coat, and ran the waist- 
coat in at mine uncle's. It realised two 
shilUngs; and on this he supped, slept, and 
breakfasted. In the next town an old slop- 
seller made a bargain with him — ^four shillings 
and a patched workman's suit for coat and 
trousers, a cloth cap and a shilling for his hat. 
The five shilhngs lasted him a day, and he went 
on aimless and at ease. A day later he landed 
at the workhouse. 

Now, this was something of a blow for 
him ; but he got a certain mental luxury out 
of it notwithstanding. When he walked into 
the police station, he was pleased at the look 
of inquiry his demand for workhouse relief 
extorted from the accustomed official at the 
desk. It was a tribute to his gentility. Many 
a gentleman had come to this condition before. 
Why not again in his case ? He felt a certain 
stoicism, too, which seemed to do him credit 
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under the circumstances. There was that 
curious self-deceptive sense in him which is 
perhaps only the property of the born pre- 
tender ; and it was so distinct that he felt an 
absolute pride in flaunting before the accustomed 
official eyes the poverty of one so evidently 
cultured and well-bred. He was audience as 
well as dramatist and player, and the situation 
was certainly singular. 

Yet, when he had answered the oflScial 
inquiries, had received his ticket, and got into 
the street again, he seemed to feel that every- 
body knew he was going to the workhouse, 
and he found that sensation oppressive. The 
policeman had directed him thither, and the 
road was plain enough ; but he dodged about 
bystreets to avoid observation until he lost the 
way, and had to ask anew to be directed. He 
chose to put the question to an old woman ; and 
she in answer raised her hands and said, * Eh, 
dear me I ' before she gave him the information 
he needed. That pleased him too, though it was 
not altogether pleasant. He was evidently a 
gentleman, or the old woman would not have 
been astonished. 
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I have felt over and over again a sort of 
baseness in telling this young man's story. Can 
a writer, any more than other people, touch 
pitch and not be defiled? But let me task 
your impatience and control my own a little 
further. I shall have pointed a moral with him 
before I have done, though he may scarcely 
have served to adorn a tale. 

The gates of the workhouse were vast and 
prison-like, and they reminded him of recent 
experiences. After some looking up and down, 
he found an iron bell-pull and tugged at it 
with a result so astounding in the way of noise 
that he was borne down by the exigence of his 
own summons, and felt abashed when an angry 
porter came out of a small door round a pro- 
jecting buttress, and demanded with some 
asperity to know what the row was about. 
George tendered his ticket almost with meek- 
ness ; but when the porter made further objec- 
tions to the disturbance of workhouse tranquil- 
lity, the reduced nobleman began to take a 
haughty air with him. 

* I beg your pardon, I am sure,' said George, 
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in the most aristocratic-sounding drawl he could 
command. ' This is my first experience in this 
line. I shall probably learn bettah by-and-by/ 

* Let me see,' said the porter, with his head 
on one side and his hands in his pockets. ' When 
was you here last ? Janny werry, I think. Yes ; 
it was Jannywerry.' 

George surveyed this vulgarly suspicious 
person with calm scorn, answered his questions 
with all possible brevity, and followed him into 
the casual ward like Charles the First on his way 
to execution — so tranquil his contempt, so re- 
signed his martyrdom. 

In the casual ward were already a dozen 
wayfarers, sitting listlessly on benches near the 
wall. They looked up when the new-comer 
entered, and looked down again ; and never a 
word they said, until the porter had disappeared, 
when one began to sing an imrefined ditty of 
Moll and Meg, unmeet for ladies. Now, our 
young nobleman, Astrea redux, had never been 
particular to a shade of morals in a song until 
now ; but he spoke out, after a while, with a 
very effective drawl : 
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' Don't you think you might sdng that black- 
guard song to yourself, if you must sing it ? ' 

They all looked up again at this interruption, 
and the singer was palpably discomfited. 

' I quite agree with you^ sir,' said a broken- 
looking, dirty grey man in a comer. * I've seen 
better days myself, and I feel that sort of thing 
offensive.' 

' It ain't quite the thing,' said another ; and 
a confirmatory murmur ran about the place. 

' The gentleman'U get used to it bymeby,' 
said one sturdy tramp. 

' I respectfully venture to hope that I shall 
not,' returned the aristocrat of the tramp ward ; 
and again there was a weary murmur of approval. 

At this juncture the porter returned, followed 
by a professional pauper, who, being a pro- 
fessional, had a natural disdain for amateurs, and 
treated them with lofty hauteur as he handed 
round blocks of dry bread, and tin cans of a 
tepid liquid which smelt of rancid bacon. 

* If things goes on like this, 'said the sturdy 
tramp, smelling at the liquid with a distasteful 
look, ' I shall smash another lamp or two, or rip 
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my togs up, or do summat, an' get another month. 
They feeds you ten times as well in quod as they 
does when you're on the spike/ 

* And pray what may the spike be ? ' asked 
George with a mighty condescending air. 

* Why, this is the spike, my noble sportsman,' 
said the sturdy tramp ; ' an' quod's the shop where 
they cut yoiu* 'air for nothin'. Never been there, 
I s'pose?' 

* Don't take any notice of him, sir,' said the 
dirty grey man. ' Them as was born in a pig- 
sty can put up with dirty litter, but I've seen 
better days myself, and it's easy to see that you're 
a cut above this.' 

'Ye-es,' returned George, ' I hope that's toler- 
ably apparent. This is my first experience.' 

* You needn't be so blooming proud about 
it,' said the sturdy tramp, who alone of the room's 
occupants seemed unabashed by George's tone 
and aspect. 'It's no partic'lar credit to be 
here.' 

To this the fallen nobleman answered only 
by a glance of calm disdain, at which the sturdy 
tramp chuckled with ostentatious merriment. 
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George, being really hungry, ate his bread, but 
eschewed the rancid-smelling hquid, and the 
dirty grey man, seeing this, begged leave to 
appropriate it. 

* It's warm an' it's wet,' said the dirty man ; 
* an' that's about all you can say for it. But it 
is a comfort, too, when a cove's as cold inside 
as I am.' 

In this particular workhouse the ordeal by 
water, made famous some years ago by the 
Amateur Casual, was not practised, but the 
tramps were all bundled to bed immediately 
after supper, in a common room like an ill-fa- 
voured barrack. George turned up his nose at 
the tumbled herden which did duty for linen, 
and, but for the interference of the professional 
pauper who saw them all to bed would honestly 
have preferred to sleep in his clothes. Perforce 
he accepted the professional's dictum, and un- 
dressed ; and having, in pursuance of the pauper's 
orders, rolled his clothes into a bundle with the 
shirt outside, he got into bed and lay there in 
the early darkness, indisposed to sleep, and com- 
pelled for a while to face his own reflections. 
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He was not so miserable as he deserved to be, 
and his chief misery sprang from a bitter resent- 
ment to the world, which even now seemed to 
his own mind to have used him ill. Naturally, 
with young George self-preservation was the 
first law of nature ; and now that things had 
come with him to this low ebb, it was full time 
to think of means for taking the tide again. 
His father and Dinah were well-to-do, and it 
was a shame that he should beg his bread whilst 
people of his own flesh and blood lived in 
comfort. Yet, they were lost to him. It was 
impossible for him to go to his old home, to face 
his late employer, or run the risk of being seen 
by people who had known him ; and how to 
trace his relatives by any. other means he could 
not tell. Tired of tm^ing over fruitless projects 
in his mind, he fell asleep, and did not awake 
until the clanging of a great bell mingled with 
his dreams, and last night's professional pauper 
tm'ned up again to awaken the amateur con- 
tingent. Then he dressed, and presently, to his 
huge disgust, found himself face to face with a 
big pile of stones, on a raised stone bench, with 
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instructions from the porter to see that he broke 
that heap up nice and small. ' Like this,' said 
the porter, producing a sample handful. George 
went to work reluctantly and clumsily, and ham- 
mered with small result upon the stones, but 
much to the damage of his hands and the stiffen- 
ing of his muscles. After five hours' labour his 
work was criticised by the porter, who expressed 
unqualified disapproval of it in regard both to 
quality and quantity, but forbore to detain him 
for the completion of his task. George, with a 
certain meek grandeur, accepted and consumed 
his morning's rations, washed in a bucket of water 
which everybody used in turn, and took his way 
into the streets of the town. The dirty grey 
man crawled alongside. 

'Which way do you think of going?' he 
asked. 

' I don't know,' said George haughtily. * Not 
yours.' 

^ I know the Hne along between here and 
Chester,* said the grey man, unabashed by this 
rebuff; ' and I can put you up to the coves to 
go to. A bloke as can patter like you can ought 
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to make a tidy thing of it if he's only along with 
somebody as knows the line.' 

George capitulated. 

' Where are you going ? ' 

The man laid down his route, and the two 
started in partnership. Their luck varied. The 
dirty grey man had not boasted in vain, for he 
knew the road and its inhabitants ; but it was 
not always that George's tale succeeded in melt- 
ing the heart of his listener. This nicely-assorted 
pair kept, however, from the workhouse, and 
there fell upon the younger wanderer's spirit a 
sort of dull contentment in the hfe to which he 
had fallen. He told his tale so often that the 
true story became mythical and the lie looked 
true. 

But after a long spell of wandering there 
came upon the companions a time of famine. 
The old vagrant got out of the line he knew, and 
in one or two cases mendicancy became danger- 
ous, and they made their way out of some towns 
double-quick, lest the pohce should be set upon 
their heels. Workhouse fare and workhouse 
labour day after day, and wretched weather from 
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town to town, until the fallen grandee grew sick 
and desperate. They crawled along, skirting 
the borders of the principality, until within a 
four days' journey of the town of Borton, and at 
that point young George's piteous aspect and 
tenor-sounding voice of culture drew a shilling 
from a charitable maltster. With that shilling 
George bought, amongst other things, a sheet of 
letter-paper, an envelope, and a stamp, and in the 
sickness and misery of his heart found pluck 
enough to write to John Keen, his old comrade. 

' I have nothing to say in excuse for myself,' 
he wrote ; * not a word to advance in extenuation. 
But I can have deserved no more than I have 
endured, bad as I have been, and I beg you for 
pity's sake to let me know the address of my 
father and my sister, that I may write to them 
for a little money to go abroad with and begin 
life anew. I am destitute, so destitute that I 
have not eaten a decent meal for a month. My 
feet are bare, my clothes in rags. I have suffered 
so much for my wrong- doing that even an enemy 
would pity me if he could see me. I shall walk 
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on from here to Borton, and shall arrive there in 
four days. How I shall live for that four days 
God knows, but I am compelled to move about 
from place to place to get workhouse shelter and 
a casual tramp's poor fare. I implore you to 
keep this communication secret from everybody, 
and not to deny my request. Ill as I have 
behaved, I am sure my own people will not leave 
me to die in this horrible slow way. I am not 
worthy to sign myself your friend. 

* Your wretched companion in hapjner days, 

* George Banks. 

*P.S. — ^Address me at the post-office at 
Borton.' 

Of course it was in the nature of the man 
that he should water this epistle with his tears, 
and that he should accept them as a good sign 
in himself, and their palpable marks upon the 
paper as a likely means to move his -old com- 
panion. He posted the letter, and trudged along 
in brighter weather. With the. prospect of a 
possible and even probable post-office order from 
John Keen in his mind, he picked a quarrel with 
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his dirty grey comrade and parted from him, 
not feeling indined to share any portion of his. 
gains. 

He was trudging along with bent head and 
sore feet towards the close of his second day of 
the new hope which sprang from his letter, and 
was approaching the little country town where 
lay his refuge for the night. The sun was sink- 
ing, the skies were filled with mellow, tranquil 
light, the upper clouds were golden and the lower 
all aUve with rosy blushes. The town lay before 
him and below him at a distance of perhaps a 
mile, its slated roofs shining after a passing 
shower like silver. As he stood wearily, sick in 
body, broken and wobegone, with thin tears in 
his eyes, staring before him at the valley and the 
little town, a lady came round the corner of the 
road and walked leisurely towards him without 
a glance. But as she approached him there 
broke from his lips such an inarticulate cry, and 
he shrank on a sudden in such an attitude of 
shame and terror, that she turned in surprise to 
look at him, and stood still. Slowly he Ufted his 
face, haggard and bearded, weather-stained and 
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way-soiled, and the sudden flash of terror and 
amazement in the lady's eyes told him that, in 
spite of all the changes which had come upon 
him, he was known. 

The Uttle town a mile away was Wrethedale, 
and the girl was Ethel Donne. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Joe had many things to think of, some about 
which to remodel his opinions. There was that 
Uncle George of his, who for so long had 
figured in his thoughts as a sort of wooden 
angel, and who now disproved his own desert 
of praise, and estabUshed himself as a quite 
melodramatic old rascal. It was hnrd for the 
returned wanderer to take the kindly, generous, 
stupid old Uncle George off his pedestal, and set 
up in his place the cunning, greedy, wicked 
figure he now began to know. And then Joe 
had felt himself a httle aggrieved by Dinah's 
marriage, and he had used his grief as a set-off 
against his own misdoing; whilst after all 
Dinah had been true, and his falsehood was 
multiplied a thousand thousand times. Uncle 
George had his share in that to answer for. For 
a while, when he began to think of it, Joe was 
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resolved to have no mercy upon Uncle George, 
who really had been, within Hmits, a very 
wicked old man. But softening thoughts in a 
little time came to the prodigal's mind. He 
himself had more need of mercy than even that 
bowelless old man. Joe had never thought 
much of George's head, though he had revered 
his heart, and it began now to seem natural to 
him that his uncle should have gone wrong 
under great temptation. And surely the sudden 
temptation to keep so vast a sum as that which 
drew on old George was a difficult thing to 
resist. 

'Should I have come home?' Joe asked 
himself. * Should I have behaved better if 
Uncle George had never told that lie about 
Dinah? The news that I owned the money 
might have brought me home again, but the 
thought of Dinah failed to do it.' 

He did himself less than justice, as was 
natural, and was hard upon himself in his own 
thoughts, as he had a right to be. 

More than the hour or two he had specified 
to John Keen had gone by* It was nearly mid* 
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night and lie still sate absorbed in his own 
thoughts and memories, when the young lawyer 
ventured back again and knocked at his bed- 
room door. Joe appeared in the doorway with 
troubled face and disordered hair. 

' It is getting late,' said John. * Sir Sydney 
Cheston would be glad to see you/ 

' Very well,' said Joe, coming out upon the 
corridor. 

John led the way to the private room in 
which Cheston and he had spent the evening, 
and when the baronet saw his old chum's face 
he arose in solicitude, and crossed the chamber 
to meet him. 

' This has been bad news, Bushell,' he said 
as he took Joe's hand. ^I have been telling 
Keen here that there must have been some 
powerful motive at work to keep you away all 
these years. I shan't press you to reveal it.' 

' There was only one thing,' Joe answered. 
* My uncle wrote to me telhng me that my wife 
had married two years after I left home, and I 
couldn't come back after that you know. I 
hved in that beUef until I met your brother 
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George by chance in New York, and he told 
me the tioith.' 

' What is this ? ' cried Cheston. * This about 
a brother of mine. I never had a brother 
George ! ' 

' What ? ' asked Joe in amazement. * He 
said he was your brother. He said your father 
married again. Here,' cried Joe excitedly, 
pulling out his pocket-book, * here is his 
card.' 

Sir Sydney took the proffered card and 
read — 

' Mr. George Cheston^ Worley Hall^ Stafford- 
shire.' 

'This a queer start,' said the bewildered 
reader, staring strickenly at Joe, whilst Joe, 
with as much surprise, stared back at him. 
' What was he hke ? ' 

' You got his letter ? ' asked Joe. * I saw 
him write it, and I sent my own servant to the 
post with it.' 

' I got a letter,' returned Cheston, * but who 
the dickens wrote it is more than I know, and 
more than I can guess.' 

Joe suddenly seized Cheston by the arm. 
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Was the news he gave me about Dinah — 
about my wife — was that true ? ' 

* What news ? ' demanded Cheston. 

* That she had never married again.' 
'Yes. That was true. I've known her 

ever since you went away — ever since the day 
you knocked me down about her.' 

The matter was not so serious to Cheston as 
it was to Joe, and the good-natured baronet 
could afford an amused smile to that remem- 
brance. Joe sat down, his brown beard crushed 
against his breast, and stared at the fire. 

* It is easy enough,' said Cheston, laying a 
hand on Joe's shoulder, ' to see why old Bushell 
wrote that lie to you. I'm afraid that respect- 
able old party has been a bad lot all along. 
Did he know of your marriage ? ' 

* No,' the other answered. * He couldn't 
even guess it. He might have seen from my 
asking after her in my letters that T was fond of 
her,' he added simply. 

' And invented the tale to prevent you from 
coming back again to look after her ? Perhaps, 
Mr. Keen,' said Cheston turning round,- *the 
devil is less black than he is painted.' 



270 JOSEPH'S COAT. 

John nodded but said nothing. He had 
learned the story of Joe's departure, partly from 
Dinah and partly from Cheston, and he began to 
be able to see that the runaway was not neces- 
sarily a hardened villain to begin with ; at least 
he seemed properly sensible of his wickedness 
and folly now, and he was in terrible trouble 
through it all. John could scarcely maintain 
his hold upon that angry scorn which he desired 
to feel. He confessed that, howsoever deserved 
the bitterness might be, the wanderer had a 
bitter home-coming. 

' Who the devil,' Cheston broke out after a 
little silence, * could that fellow have been vv^ho 
gave you this confounded card ? ' 

* I don't know,' said Joe wearily. ' I met 
him at an hotel. He used to talk about dear 
old Syd., and he knew my Uncle George, and — 
and Dinah, and old Banks. He came back with 
me as far as Liverpool, and then he bolted. 
Why, I've got his luggage here now ! ' he cried, 
suddenly recalling that fact. ' It has his name 
painted on it. Two portmanteaus and a big 
chest. He was a good-looking fellow, and if he 
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wasn't a gentleman, he was a very good imitation 
of one. There was no humbug about his know- 
ing the country-side, any way.' 

* And did he talk about me ? ' asked Cheston. 

^ Of course,' Joe answered. *When I first 
heard him speaking he was asking some young 
Englishmen to pay him a visit at his place at 
home — ^Worley Hall, in Staffordshire. It was 
that which made me speak to him.' 

' I shall be glad to welcome any friends of 
his,' said Sir Sydney somewhat grimly. * Deuced 
glad. I shall be glad to welcome him if he 
should call — ^with a horsewhip ! * 

^Cheston,' said Joe, rising and pacing up 
and down the room, * this is all trivial, and we 
can talk about it afterwards to our hearts' con- 
tent. Advise me. What am I to do ? * 

' About young Banks ? ' 

' About my son ! Yes.* 

' Keen tells me,' said Cheston, * that you said 
something about obtaining a mitigation of the 
sentence, and compeUing your uncle to join in 
the appeal. There's something in that. You 
don't doubt the story of his relationship to you ? ' 
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Doubt Dinah ? No. That was beyond him. 
He had no doubt of Dinah ; but he looked at 
John Keen. 

* I think the thing/ said John, * as clear as 
day. I would as leave doubt my own senses 
as Miss Banks — as Mrs. Joseph Bushell.' 

* If the boy is hers,* said Joe, ' the boy is 
mine.' 

* Do you intend to return to her ? * asked 
Cheston. 

* Great heaven, Cheston!' Joe exclaimed. 
* What can you think me ? Go back to her 
now, after leaving her alone and broken-hearted 
all these years? Go back to her, and give her 
the extra misery of knowing that I was alive 
all this time ! No. I'm not the man she loved 
and married. No. She wouldn't know me if 
she saw me. Give her definite news that I'm 
dead, and let me find this unhappy lad of mine 
and take him away with me back to the West, 
and teach him to be honest, and leave him 
enough to keep him so. I can do that much 
good at last, perhaps.' 

He spoke with difficulty, but in so simple 
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and direct a way, and with a repentance and 
moumfulness so real and apparent, that for a 
minute they left him unanswered. 

*His mother,' said John after this pause, 

* would not be content to lose him so. At least 
I think not.' 

*It's a terrible business, Bushell/ said 
Cheston, laying both his hands on Joe's 
shoulders. * Make the best of it. Go back to 
yoiu* wife, declare yourself, promise to do the 
best you can for the lad — make whatever atone- 
ment for your past mistakes you can.' 

*No,' the prodigal answered, *I can't do 
that. I can't be so mean as to go back again and 
offer her the mere fag-end of a life. No, no ! ' 

* Fag-end of life be hanged ! ' cried Cheston. 

* I'm a young fellow yet, and we're of an age 
within a month or two. You've happy years 
before you, man alive! Do your duty, Joe, 
and earn 'em, and have 'em and enjoy 'em ! ' 

* You don't understand,' said Joe, returning 
Cheston's friendly gaze mournfully. ' I couldn't 
quite tell you myself what brought me over, 
but I know what I want now.' 

VOL. II. T 
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* What do you want ? ' . 

'To spare her all I can. Everybody has 
believed me dead for years. It would only 
bring her a new trouble to know that I was 
alive.' 

'Suppose that, believing you dead, she 
should be induced to marry again! Eh? And 
suppose that when the step was taken any 
accident should reveal the fact that you were 
still living ? Would that be sparing her ? * 

' Don't m-ge me now,' said Joe hesitatingly. 
' Give me time to think. And think for me. 
I am only certain of one thing. Whatever 
seems best for her comfort and peace of mind 
1 shall try to do.' 

There was no doubting that he meant this, 
and Cheston was compelled for the time to let 
the subject fall. 

' And now,' Joe resumed, ' I can go to- 
morrow to my Uncle George, and frighten him 
into making enough over to Dinah to satisfy 
her heart's best wishes — if money could do it.' 

' I am afraid that if he saw you just at pre- 
sent the shock would kill him,' said John Keen. 
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' What can we do ? ' Joe cried, ' Does iny 
boy know who he is yet ? * 

* No,' from both of them. 

' I'll go and see him,' said Joe, forcing him- 
self against an awful inward terror and reluc- 
tance. ' We can appeal to the Government to miti- 
gate his sentence. You'll help me, Cheston ? ' 

' I don't think I'd try to see him at first,' 
urged Sir Sydney. * I'll help you any way I 
can with all my heart and all my might. 
We might appeal, though there were circum- 
stances Yes ; we might appeal.' 

' What circumstances ? There was nothing 
— worse than I know ? ' 

* Well,' said Cheston, reluctantly, * his de- 
fence was his worst condemnation, Bushell, and 
that's a fact. He swore it was all a plot to 
ruin him, and he gave his sweetheart a part 
of the money in bank-notes, and when she 
came into the box he sung out that she was in 
the plot with the rest, and the poor girl fainted. 
It made people angry, you know, and it increased 
the prejudice against him.' 

At this renewal of his memories the baronet 

X 2 
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walked abruptly to the other end of the room, 
and there, under his breath, he let out a curs6 
against the criminal, and then returned. Joe 
stood dejectedly looking at the floor. 

' What can we do ? ' he asked again. ' Has 
anybody seen him since ? ' 

' No,' said John, * I think not. Old Daniel 
— his grandfather — was so cut up by it that 
he sold the Saracen and went away to 
Wrethedale. I had some trouble,' he con- 
tinued, with something of the old hang-dog air 
upon him, * in finding out where he had gone, 
for he communicated with nobody, and left the 
place quite suddenly.' 

'Cheston,' said Joe doggedly, 'I shall go 
and see him. It's clear he has been a scoundrel* 
So have I, and there's a pair of us. Like father, 
like son. If I'd have stayed at home and done 
my duty he'd never have been tempted.' John 
recalled Dinah's words, for Joe was thinking 
Dinah's thoughts. ' I'll begin to do my duty 
now, please God I' Joe said humbly, 'and I'll 
go and see him to-morrow. You're a magis- 
trate, Cheston. How can I set about it ? ' 
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* I can help you if you are bent upon it/ 
said his old companion. 'I am a visiting jus^ 
tice for the county. Shall I go with you ? ' 

' Will you ? ' asked Joe. ' Thank you.' 

They all fell into silence, until after a long 
pause John arose and said good-night. Sir 
Sydney at this arose also. 

' You'll want to be alone a little while^ 
Joe? Eh?' 

' Yes/ said Joe. * I shall see you again^ 
Mr. Keen. You will keep my confidence in 
the meantime until it is decided what to do.' 

* Certainly,' John replied, and went his 
way, his old prejudices against Joe Bushell and 
his new prejudices in his favour fighting each 
other. 

* You're set on going to-morrow, Bushell ? ' 
asked Cheston. 

* Yes. You'll come with me ? ' 

* If you wish it.' 
' I do wish it.' 

' I will come. Good-night.' 

' Good-night.* 

Joe was alone again with his own thoughts. 
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Ah — ^in his case too — to have seen to-day with 
to-morrow's eyes. There is no wisdom like 
that. But which of us has it? K he could 
have foreseen ! But he had at least begun to 
learn in these late days the one lesson which in 
itself comprises most human wisdom worth the 
having — and that is that in any complexity and 
all complexities of human life the thing to do 
is not that which looks easiest or most clever, 
but that which is most honest. Patiently to 
find out the right thing to do and then to do it 
seemed all the hope left him in the world. 
And there are some of us who go along in 
high feather who have hopes less bright than 
this. 

It seemed to the home-coming prodigal's 
conscience the clearest of duties to see this 
unknown fallen son of his without delay, and 
without delay to set to work for his amendment. 
He lay awake planning for this newly-found 
child, whom he had never seen and who was a 
felon. He wept awful tears about him and 
the hapless mother so long deserted. What- 
ever he had suffered in the past — and remorse 
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had for many a year been busy with him — ^was 
nothing to this last punishment, and the heal- 
ing but terrible fire of it lay in this — that he 
who had most deserved to sufier had sufiered 
nothing. 

* I have wired,' said Cheston when he met 
Joe in the morning, ' to say to the Governor 
that I am leaving here by the 10.15, and that 
I particularly desire to see him. I have asked 
him to meet me at the railway station. He 
knows me very well, and I have no doubt he 
will oblige me by coming.' 

Joe said ' Thank you,' and no more. 

They breakfasted in silence, and in silence 
set out upon their journey. Cheston read the 
' Times,' and Joe communed with his owa 
thoughts. The baronets surmise was right, 
and the Governor of the jail was at the station 
to meet the train. 

* I am immensely obliged to you,' sai4 
Cheston, shaking him by the hand with hearty 
cordiality. ' Will you walk up with us ? ' 

' We are all happy to oblige Sir Sydney 
Cheston,' said the Governor. 
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*This is my friend Mr. Bushell/ said Cheston. 
The Governor bowed and made way for the 
two to pass through the station door. Cheston, 
drawing one arm through the Governor's and 
another through Joe's, went on: 'We are 
deeply interested in one of the prisoners under 
your charge, one George Banks.' 

' George Banks,' said the Governor, ' is not 
under my charge any longer. Sir Sydney.' 

* How's that?' asked Cheston, stopping s^ort 
in his walk. 

* Well,' said the oflGlcial smihngly, * I suppose 
your interest a friendly one ? ' 

' It is assuredly,' Joe answered. 

* In that case you will be pleased to hear 
that his sentence was some time ago commuted 
by the influence of a most warm-hearted friend, 
who exerted himself with the Secretary for the 
Home Department, procured the young fellow's 
release, and sent him out to Melbourne.' 

The two friends, standing in the roadway 
with the Governor between them, looked across 
at each other in amazement, and the Governor 
himself, naturally pleased to have produced 
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such an effect so easily, smiled as he gazed from 
one to the other. Cheston was the first to 
recover. 

' Who was the benefactor ? ' 

* Well, Sir Sydney,' retmned the Governor, 
still smiling, ' but that I am forbid to tell the 
secrets of my prison-house I could a tale 
unfold. Ha ! ha I ha I ' He was again natur 
rally pleased at having fallen on so apt a 
quotation. * The fact is,' he added, ' that I am 
in a measure bound to reticence. The young 
man's friend was one of those people — very 
rare in my experience — ^who do good by stealth 
and blush to find it fame.' The Governor was 
again delighted with himself at having found 
so apt a quotation, and again he showed it. 
' He asked me,' continued the smiling official, 
* in terms which I can scarcely disregard, not to 
reveal his share in that meritorious enterprise. 
I believe, gentlemen, that for once I have seen 
a practical Christian, and that practical Chris- 
tian was the man whose influence released 
young Banks from prison.' 

He spoke with pleased warmth upon this 

VOL. II. u 
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topic, but looking from Joe's face to Sir 
Sydney's and from Sir Sydney's face to Joe's, he 
read no answering smile. 

' I assure you, sir,' said Joe, with a gravity 
before which the Governor's smile died away, 

* and Sir Sydney Cheston will assure you, that we 
are here upon an enterprise of no comnaon im- 
portance. It is vital to me to know this young 
man's whereabouts. If you will give me the 
name of the man who did this good deed, I 
pledge you my word of honour that I can and 
will exculpate you to him, and could and would 
if you had been sworn to secresy a hundred 
times.' 

' I don't think it is possible,' said Cheston, 
' to exaggerate the importance of my friend's 
request, either as regards himself or young 
Banks. Melbourne's a wide word. The young 
fellow may have gone anywhere from Mel- 
bourne, and we might chase him in vain for 
years.' 

' It can injure nobody,' Joe broke in again, 

* to let me know who has anticipated me. My 
purpose,' he added, *in coming here was to 
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set afoot a plan for the mitigation of his sen- 
tence. Will you help me to find him ? ' 

' It's for the young fellow's good,' chimed 
in Sir Sydney ; and between the two the Gover- 
nor hauled down the flag of resistance, and in 
the act struck the pair dumb. 

' Well, gentlemen, under the circumstances 
I suppose I am justified; at least I feel so. 
The gentleman who procured young Banks's 
release, who fitted him out for the world anew, 
who gave him a free passage to Melbourne and 
two hundred pounds to begin the world again 
with, was' — be paused to give efiect to his 
announcement — ^'his original prosecutor, Mr. 
George Bushell.' 

To say that his hearers were astonished is to 
say nothing. The Governor had intended a 
surprise, but seeing dimly that the efiect he 
had produced multiplied his hopes by a million 
or thereabouts, he also became amazed, as a man 
might, who, suddenly closing a door to startle 
you, should find that he had slammed the house 
down. Cheston and Joe could only stare in 
blank wonder, and the Governor, discomfited 
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without knowing why, looked helplessly fix)ia 
one to the other. At last Cheston burst into 
almost hysteric laughter, stamping to and fix) 
about the street. 

' I beg your pardon,' he gasped after a 
minute or two, holding Joe's arm and looking 
at him through tears of laughter. * I wouldn't 
wound you, Joe ; I couldn't help it.' 

' The villain 1 ' cried Joe, finding his tongue. 

' The amazing old serpent ! ' said Cheston, 
asping still. ' Machiavelli was a fool to him.' 
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Beantifta Pictures by British Artists r ^ - 

A Gathering of Favourites from our Picture GaHleries. • f n Tl^*Saf^ 
The First Series including Examples by Wilkib, Constable, 
Turner, Mulreadt, Landseer, Macusb, E. M. Ward, Fftmi, 
Sir John Gilbert, Leslie, Ansdell, Marcus Stonb, Sir Noj^ 
Paton, Faed, Eyre Crowe, Gavin O'Neil, and Madox Brown. 
The Second Series containing Pictures by Armitagb, Faed, 
Goodall, Hemst^y, Horsley, Marks, Nicholls, Sir Noel 
Paton, Pickersgill, G. Smith. Marcus Stone, Solomon, 
Straight, E. M. Ward, and Warren. 

All engraved on Steel in the highest style 61 Art Kditid, with 
Notices of the Artists, by Sydney Armytage, M^ 

" Thit hook is well got np, and good ingravings hjf yetns, Lumb Stocks, and 
others, bring back to us Royal Academy Exhibitions of pcut years.** — Timrs. 



Small 4to, green and gold, 6s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. 6d, 

Bechsteln's As Pretty as Seven, 

And other German Stories. Collected by Ludwig Bechstein. With 
Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm, and xoo Illustrations by 
Richter. 

One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated. 

Belgravia for 1882. 

A New Serial Story, entitled '* All Sorts and Conditions of Men," 
written by Walter Besant and James Rice, Authors of " Ready- 
Money Mortiboy," &c., and Illustrated by Fred. Barnard, will be 
begun in the January Number of Belgravia ; this Number will 
contain also the First Chapters of a New Novel, entitled " The 
Admiral's Ward," by Mrs. Alexander, Author of "The 
Wooing o't." &c. ; and the first of a series of Twelve Papers, entitled 
" About Yorkshire," by Katharine S. Macquoid, illustrated by 
T, R. Macquoid. 
%• The FORTY-FIFTH Volume of BELGRAVIA, elegantly bound 
in crimson cloth, full gilt side and back, gilt edges, price js. 6d,, is now 
ready. — Handsome Cases for binding volumes can b e had at 2J. eacJk» 

Demy 8vo, with Illustrations, is. 

Belgravia Annual. 

With Stories by Wilkie Collins, F. W. Robinson, Button Cook, 
Percy Fitzgerald, J. Arbuthnot Wilson, Henry W. Lucy, 
D. Christie Murray, James Payn, and others. {/^ov. lo. 

Folio, half-bound boards, India Proofs, zis, 

Blake (William) : 

Etchin gs f rom his Works. By W. B. Scott. With descriptive Tex t. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yj. 6d, 

Boccaccio's Decameron; 

or, Ten Days' Entertainment. Translated into English, with an Intro- 
duction by Thomas Wright, Esq., M.A., F.S.A. With Portrait, and 
Stothard's beautiful Copperplates. 
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Demy 8vo, Illustrated, unifonn in size for Unding. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Handbooks: 

Academy Notes, 1875. With 40 lUustrations. 11. 
Academy Notes, 1876. With 107 Illustratioiis. \s. 
Academy Notes, 1877. With 143 Illustrations, i; . i 

Academy Notes, 1878. With 150 Illustrations, u. 
Academy Notes, 1879. With 146 Illustrations, u. 
Academy Notes, 1880. With 126 Illustrations, ix. 
Academy Notes, 1881. With 128 Illustrations, is. 
Orosvenor Notes, 1878. With 68 Illustrations. \s. 
Grosvenor Notes, 1879. With 60 Illustrations. is. 
GroSYcnor Notes, 1880. With 56 Illustrations. is, 
Grosvenor Notes, 1881. With 74 Illustrations. is. 
Pictures at the Paris EzMbition, 1878. 80 Illustrations, is. 
Pictures at South Kensington. With 70 Illustrations. \s. 
The English Pictures at the National Gallery. ii4lllusts. \s. 
The Old Masters at the National Gallery. 128 Illusts. \s. td. 
Academy Notes, 1876-79. Complete in One Volume, with 

neaurly 600 Illustrations in Facsimile. Demy 8vo, clodi limp, dr. 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue to the National Gallery. 

With Notes by H. Blackburn, and 243 Illusts. Demy 8vo, doth limp, 2$, 
UNIFORM WITH *'ACADEMV NOTES," 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1878. 117 Illustrations, is. 
Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1879. 125 Illustrations, is. 
Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1880. 114 Illustrations, is. 
Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1S81. 104 Illustrations, ix. 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1878. 95 Illusts. is, 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1879. 100 Illusts. is. 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1880. 120 Illusts. is. 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1881. 108 Illusts. is. 
Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1878. 112 lUusts. is. 
Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1879. 100 Illusts. is. 
Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1880. 100 Illusts. is. 
Royal Manchester Institution Notes, 1878. 88 Illustrations, if. 
Society of Artists Notes, Birmingham, 1878. 95 Illusts. is. 
Children of the Great City. By F. W. Lawson. is. 

Bowers' (G.) Hunting Sketches: 

Canters in Crampshire. By G. Bowers. I. Gallops from 

Gorseboroueh. II. Scrambles with Scratch Packs. III. Studies with 
Stag Hounds. Oblong 4to, half-bound boards, 2x1. 

Leaves firom a Hunting Journal. By G. Bowers. Coloured in 

facsJmile of the originals. Oblong 4to, half-bound, vis, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, js, 6d. 

Brand's Observations on Popular AntiqtdtieSi 

chiefly Illustrating^ the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and 
Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. An entirely 
New and Revised Edition, with fine full-page Illustrations. 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, sf. td. 

Convalescent Cookery: 

A Family Handbook. By Catherine Ryan. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works by : 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. By Moncurs D. Conway, 

M.A. Two Vols. , royal 8vo, with 65 Illustratioas, s8«. 

A Necklace of Stories. By Moncurb D. Conway, M.A. 

Illustrated by W. J. Hbnnsssy. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 

The Wandering Jew. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Thomas Carlyle. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. With 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, aix. 

Cook (Dutton).— Hours with the Players. 

By Dutton Cook. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, or. td. 

Copyright.— A Handbook of English and 

Foreign Copyright in Literary and Dramatic Works. Being a con- 
cise Digest of the Laws regulating Copyright in the Chief Countries 
of the World, together with the Chief Copyright Conventions pyigting 
between Great Britain and Foreign Countries. By Sidney J errqld, 
of the Middle Temple, Elsq., Bairister-at-Law. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6^. 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West 

of England ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New 
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steel-plate Illustrations 
by George Cruikshank. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, yj. firf^ 

Creasy's Memoirs of Eminent Etonians : 

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir Edward 
Creasy, Author of "The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, yj. grf. 

Credulities^ Past and Present. 

By William Jones, F.S.A., Author of "Fmger-Ring Lore, •'&c. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Crimes and Punishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria's " Dd Delitti e delle Pene " 
By James Anson Farrer, 
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Crown 8vo, doth gilt, Two. very thick Volumes, 75. 6^. each, 

Craikshank's Gomio Almanack. 

Complete in Two Series t The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second 
from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c With 2,000 Woodcuts and Steel Engravings 
by Cruikshank, Hinb, Landells, &c 

Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 24J, 

Oruikshank (The Life of George). 

In Two Epochs. By Blanchard Jerrold, Author of *' The Life 
of Napoleon III.," &c. With numerous Illustrations, and a List of 
his Works. {_In preparation. 

Two Vols., demy 4to, handsomely bound in half-morocco, gilt, profusely 
Illustrated widi Coloured and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, price jf 7 7/. 

Cyclopsddia of Costume ; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress — Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military — 
from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George the Thhrd.* 
Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on the Continent, 
and a Goieral History of the Costumes of the Principal Cotmtries of 
Europe. By J. R. PlanchA, Somerset Herald. 
The Volumes may also be had ttparaUly (each Complete in itself) at £z X3«.&/. each 1 
Vol. I. THB DIOTIONABT. 

Vol. XL A GENERAL HI8T0BT OF OOSTUMB IN EUROPE. 
Also in 35 Parts, at 5X. each. Cases for binding, 5^. each. 

*' A com/h^thtnstve and highly valuabU booh of reference, . . . We have 
rarely failed to find in this book an auount 0/ an article of dress, while in most 
of the entries curious and instructive details c^e given. . . . Mr^ Planchfi 
enormous Udnmrof love, the Production of a text which, whether in its dictionary 
form or in that of the * General History,* is within its intended scope immeasurably 
the best cmd richest worh on Costume in English, . . . This book is not only 
one oj the most readable works of the kind^ but intrinsically edtractive and 
a m iwin^,"— Athenacum. 

" A most readable and interesting work — and it can scarcely be consulted in 
vain, whether the reader is in search for information as to military, court, 
ecclesiastical, legal, or professional costume, , , . Ah the chromo4ithogra^, 
and most of the woodcut illustrations^ the latter amounting to setferal thousands 
—^re very elahoratelv executed; and the work forms a livre de luxe which render i 
it equally suited to the library and the ladie^ drawing-room.** — Times. 

Demy Svo, cloth extra, I2J. 6d, 

Doran's Memories of our Great Towns. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and thdi 
Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A. 

Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 21s, 

Drury Lane, Old : 

Fifty Years' Recollections of Author, Actor, and Manager. By 
Edward Stirling. 
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Demy 8to, cloCh, z6j. 

Datt's Indiai Past and Present; 

with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects. By Shosheb Chxtndbi 
Pott. RAi BAhAdoor. 

Crown 8vo, doth boards, 6kf. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. E. Grosast. 



1. Fleicher'i(Gilei, B.D.) Com- 

flete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
leaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over Death, ana 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-In- 
troduction and Notes. One VoL 

2. DaTlei' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto 
Unpublished MSS.^ for the first time 
CoUected and Edited. Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes. Two Vols. 



3. Herrldk'i (Robert) Heepeil- 

des. Noble Numbers, wcaA Conpleta 
Collected Poems. With Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, Steel Pan 
tndt. Index of Furst Lines, and 
Glonarial Index, &C. Three Vols. 

4. Sldney'i (Sir Philip) Com- 

plete Poetical WoirkS|tecladinK all 
those in ** Arcadia.*' WIthPbrttait, 
Memorial-Introdoctlon, Kssay 00 
the Poetry of Sidney, and Notes. 
Three Vols. 



Imperial 8vo, with 147 fine Engravings, half-morocco, 36^. 

Early Teatonio, Italian, and French Masters 

(The). Translated and Edited from the Dohme Series, by A. H. 
Keanb, M.A.I. With numerous Illustrations. 
" Camtct fail tobtof tJu utmost us* to students of art Aist0ry,"—TiMBS, 

Crown 8ve, cloth extra, gilt, with lUustnktions, 6s, 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious^ 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s.6d, 

Englishman's Housei The : 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C J. Richardson. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with nearly 300 Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

:Evolution, Chapters on; 

A Popular History of the Darwinian and Allied Theories of Develop- 
ment. By Andrew Wilson. Ph.D., F.R.S. Edin. &c. [In preparaH om, 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Evolutionist (The) At Large. 

By Gkant Allen. 

By the same Author. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Vignettes from Nature. 

By Grant Allen. , \Jn preparation. 
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Folio, doth extxa, £x us, 6d, 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings /rom Representative Works by living English and Foreign 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns C arr. 

** // would not it t€tty to nutt with a more sumptuoits, and at the same time 
m more tasteful and instructive dratuing^room book," — Nonconformist. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, wiUi Illustrations, 6f« 

Fairholt's Tobacco : 

Its History and Assodations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. Ehr F, 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of 
zoo Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d, 

Familiar Allusions : 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; induding the Names of 
Cdebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces. Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches. Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like. 
By William A. Wheeler, Author of " Noted Names of Fiction; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. [/» the press. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 41. 6d, 

Faraday's Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edidon* Edited 
by W. Crookbs, F.CS. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4s, 6d, 

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited by W. Crookes, F.CS. Numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, ys, 6d, 

Finger-Ring Lore : 

Historical, Legendary, and AnecdotaL By Wm. Jones, F.S.A. With 
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 
"One of those gossiping boohs which are at full of amusement as 0/ instruc 
iioH"—ArHniiMVM, 

Gardening Books: 

A Tear's Work in Garden and Greenhouse : Practical Advice 

to Amateur Gardenen as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. By Gborgb Gx^nnv. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 6a, 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we 
Cook Them. By Tom Jkrrold, Author of "The Garden that Paid the 
Rent," &c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, sex. 6d, 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 
and Janb Jkrrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew there. By Francis 

George Heath. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5X. 
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One Shilling Monthly. 

Qentleman's Magazine (The)i for 1882. 

The January Number of this Periodical will contain the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Story, entitled " Dust," by Jitlian Hawthorne. 
Author of ** Garth," &c. "Solenoe Notes," by W. Mattieu 
Williams, F.k.A.S., will also be continued monthly. 

%• Now ready, thi Votumifor JANUARY to JUITB, i88r, elolk txtra, 
price ir. 6d.; and Cases /or bindings priet ai. tack. 

Demy 8vo, illuminated cover, u. 

Gentleman's Annual, The. 

ContainiDg Two Complete Novels. C<^<i»3. 15. 

THB BUSKIN GB /MM. —Square 8vo, doth extra, 6*. 6d, ; 

gilt edges, yx. 6d, 

Qerman Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Tatlos. 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With aa Illostiations 
after the inimiuble designs of Georob Csuikshank. Both Series 
Complete. 

** The illustraiioHi 0/ this volume • . • etre 9f quite ttirKng and adtHirabU 
mrt, ^ m class preciself parallel in elevation to the character «^ tko imiot which 
they illustrate ; and the original etching, as I have before said in tho A/^ondix te 
my * Elements of Drawing; were unmalled in masterfulness iff touch stnce Xem- 
brandt fin some fualities ojf deUntation^ unrivalled even by him), . . . 7*^ make 
somewhat enlarged copies of them^ looking at them through a fnagnifytng glass^ 
and never futtmg two lines where Cruihshanh has/ut only one, would be esn exer- 
cise in decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards littlo to be loaimi 
in schools"-'Extract from Introauction by John Ruskin. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, ar. 6rf, 

Glenny's A Year's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glbnnt. 

" A tp^eat deal of valuable information^ conveyed in very simple laesguesgOn The 
amateur need not wish for a better guide " — Leeds Mbrcurv. 



Crown Svo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, js, 6d, 

Golden Treasury of Thoughti The : 

An ENCYCLOPiEDiA OF QUOTATIONS from Writers of all Times and 

Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj.&Z. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the. 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. 
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Square z6ino (Taudmitz size) 

Qolden Library^ The : 

Ballad History of ESngland. By 

W. C. Bennett, 

Bayard Taylor's Dlversioxui of 

the Echo Club. 

Byron'8 Don Juan. 
Emerson's Letters and Social 

Aims. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of 

the Necxomancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. 

Complete. With all the original Il- 
lustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. 

Irving's (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both 

Series Complete in One VoL 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale 

for a Chimney Comer, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollibr. 



, cloth extra, aj. per volume. 



Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d' Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round 
Table. Edited by B. Montgombbii 
Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historic^ In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crib, 
D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saimib- 
Bbuvb. 

St Pierre's Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. £. Clabkb. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and 

Sueen Mab, with Essay by Lbigu- 
unt. 

Shelley's Later Poems : Laon 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, includ* 

ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastroxzi, 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White's Natural History of Sel* 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Bbown, F.L.S. 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4;. 6</. 

Quyot's Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With AdditioBs by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray ; za Maps 
and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon)^ Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 410, doth extra, 8;. 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, js, 6d, 

Hall's(Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisb, GiLt 
BERT, Harvet, and G. Cruikshank. 

** Tk4 Irish Skttchtt oj tkit lady rtsembU Miss Mitford's hiauHfia English 
skstchts in * Our ViUa^i* hut thty art far mori vigorous and ficturesqut ar.d 
bright** — Blackwood's Magazinb. 



IS BOOKS PUBUSHED BY 

Haweis (Mrs.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Hawxis. Illustrated by the 

Author. Small 8to, illustntted coror, zx. ; doth limp, xs. 6d, 
"A wttt-^mndtrtd attempt #• mMf ctumu ^ gmod taste to the cestutru 
4/ kuUet ff eur time, . . • . ttrt, Hmmets mtritee frankly and te ihs 
peint^ the dee$ net mince muUtert, tut heldh remenetratet nntk her efon us 
en the feUies tkey imduinim, ; . . . tVe may rece$mme9id tJke ieek to Uu 
todies wkem tt cencemt.-'ATKmKMUU, 

The Art of Beaatj. By Mrs. H. R. Hawsis. Square 8vo, 

cloth extrm, fOt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece atyj nearly zoo 
lUustratioiis, zoz. 6d. 

The Art of Deooration. Bv Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square 8vo, 

handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, lot, Sd, 

*«* See also Chaucer, f.sof this Cata/ogMe, 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Heath (P. Q.)— My Garden Wild, 

And What I Grew there. By FRANCIS George Heath Author ol 
"The Fern World," &c. 

SPECIMENS OF MODERN POBTS.^Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 61. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 

" Tke merits of the boch cannet ho fairly estimatodhy means of a few extracts • 
it should be read at length to bo appreciated properly, and, in our opinion its 
merits entitle it to bo very widely read indeed^'—ST. J amks's Gazbttb. ' 



Cr. 8 vo, bound in parchment, 81. ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), i<s, 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J . Churton Collins. 
Complete in Four Vols., demy 9ro, doth extra, lai. each. 

History of Our Own Times^ from the Accession 
of Queen Victoria to the General ISection of 1880. By Justin 
McCarthy, M.P. "' 

"Criticism is disarmed before a cempeeitien which provokes little but approval 
This is a really good booh on a really interesting subject, and words piled on words 
could say no more for iV.**— Saturday Rbvxsw. 

New Work by the Author of '' A HISTORY of OUR O WN TIMESr 
Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, lar. each. 

History of the Four Georges. 

By Justin McCarthy, M.P. {Iff preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, sj. 6df. 

Holmes's The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes. L.R.C.P.E. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, ^5, 6d, 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verle. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals, 
Wiih Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrati ons, 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s, 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

**Tht amusing Utterpress is profusely interspersed with the tingling rkymet 
which children love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton ana Barnes do full 
f'ustice to the writer* s meaning, and a pleasanter result of the harmonious co» 
operation of author and artist coul d not be desired.** —Times. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7J. 6^. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes: 
V^th a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustra tions • 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 71. 

Home's Orion : 

An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard Hengtst Hornb. 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 
firom a MedaUion b y Summers. Tenth Edition. 

~ Crown Svo, cloth extra, 71. td, 

Howell's Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origint 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco- 
nonScal, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell.. 

" This booh is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt, to flaco iho 
tuofh of trade unions in the past, and their objects in the future^ fairfy before thg 
public from the worhing man* s po int g/ww."— Pall Mall Gazbttb. 

Demy Svo, doth extra, zor. 6d, 

Hueffer's The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 
Francis Huefper. 



Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics for Students. 

By Catherine A. Janvier. 

" Will be found a useful hanibooh by those who wish to try the manufacture 
or decoration of pottery, and may be studied by all who desire to know something 
o f the art J*— MoKSiuG Post. 

A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with several New 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d, 

Jennings' The Rosicrucians : 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers, By Hargr AVE Jennings. With Five fiill- 
page Plates and upwards, of 300 Illustrations. 
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Jerrold (Tom)^ Works by: 

Household Hortioultore : A Gossip about Flowers. .By Tom 
and Jamb Jbrrolo. Illustrated. Pott 8vo, d«th limp, %s.6d. 

Oar Eltohen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jbkxold, Author of *' The Gardea that Paid th« Rent." 
&C. Post 8vo, cloth limp, «r. hd, 

** Tki combination of hints on cookery with gardening hots boon very cleverh 
tmrriodout, and the insult is an intergsting and highly instructive littU work, 
Mr, Jerrold is comet in saving that English people do not make ka^ the use of 
wogitailes thev might ; and by showing how easily they can be grown, and so obtained 
firisht he is doUsg a great deal to make them more popular, — Daily Chroniclb. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 5a Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, I4J, 

JosephuSi The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both <* The Antiquities of the 
Jews •* and " The Wars of the Jews." 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6j. 

Kavanaghs' Pearl Fonntain^ 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and JULIA Kavanagh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moys Smith. 

*' Genuine new /miry stories of the old tyfe, some ^ them as delightful as ike 

biti of Grimm* s ' German Popular Stories,* .... For the most fart the 

tteriet are downrightt thorough-g^oing fairy stories of the most admireAla hitsd, 

• • . Mr, Moyr Smith s tllustrationst too, are a</jW£rw^Zr."— Spbctatob. 



Square 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, dr. 

Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 

By Charles Mills. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas 
Lindsay. 



Crown Svo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, as, 6d, 

Laoe (Old Pomt), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7s, 6d, 

Lamb's Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Pieces hitherto unpubhshed. Edited, with Notes and Introdaction, 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a Page 
of the " Essay on Roast Pig." 

**A complete edition of Lamffs writings, in prose and verse, has long been 
wanted, and is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken great pains 
to bring together LamS*s scattered contributions, and his collection contains a 
number of pieces which are now reproduced for the first time since their original 
appearance in vairinus old fieriod'cmhV — SATi'RnAV Rkvik.v. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, zoi. 6d, 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's Portrait of the Essayist, 
FacsimUes of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of Lamb's and 
Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

" Very manyPa$$agtt will del^ht those fond of Uteraiy tri/lit; hardly mny 
portion will fail in intinst for loven of Charles Lamb and hutitter,*'ST akvasb* 

Small 8vo, doth extra, 51. 

Lamb's Poetry for Children^ and Prince 

Dorus. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. 



f« 



The quaint and delightful little hook, ever the recovery of which all the hearti 
ef hie lovers are yet warm with rejoicing" — A. C. Swinburnb. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 

Lares and Penates; 

Or, The Background of Life. By Florence Caddy. 

" The whole book is well worth reading, for it is full of Radical suggestions, 
• . . . IVe hope nobody will be deterred from^ taking up a book which teaches m 
good deal about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones**-^ 
Qraphic. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 6j. 

Leigh's A Town Garland. 

By Henry S. Leigh, Author of "Carols of Cockayne." 

**IfMr. Leigh's verse survive to a future generation— and there is no reason 
why that honour should not be accorded productions so delicate, so finished^ and so 
full of humour—their author will probably be remembered as the Poet of the 
Strand**— Kth'shmum. 

Second Edition.— Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Leisure-Time Studies^ chiefly Biological. 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., Lecturer on Zoology and Compara- 
tive Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 

"It is well when we ean take up the work of a really qualified investigator^ 
who in the intervals of his more serious prof essional labours sets himself to impart 
knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
tvith no danger qf misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 
little volume, made up of essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr. 
Andrew Wilson, lecturer and examiner in science at Edinburgh and Glasgow, at 
leisure intervals in a busy Professional life, . . . Dr, IVilson's pages teem with 
matter stimulating to a healthy love of science and a reverence for the irutht 
of »a/«nr.*'— Saturday Rbvibw. 

Crown 870, doth extra, with Illustrations, js, 6d» 

Life in London; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. VHth the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 
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Crown 8to, doth extra, 6f. 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the late J. H. Alsxandbx, B.A. 
Edited, with an Explanatoiy Note, by K. A« Page. Author of 
••Thoreaui A Study." 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d^ 

LongfeUow's Complete Prose Works. 

Induding "Outre Mcr." "Hyperion," " Kavanafh." "Tlie Poett 
and Poetry of Europe," and *' Driftwood." With Pbrtrait and Illi»- 
trations by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations* 71. 6tL 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With ntimeroof 
fine lUustratioos on Steel and Wood. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, 51. 

Lnnatio Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

** Ths story is cUvtr and inUrtsHng., sad btyond mtasurt tkcugh tk* mbjfft 
!#• Thert is no ^sonal HtUmoss. and no violence or euiger. Whatever wu^ 
hmn boon iho tvtdonct for our auiAor's madness when he was consigrneel t^ an 
mtyimm, nothing can bo clearer than his satUty when he wrote thiehoohi it is 
Mgki, calm, and to the/oint,** — Spbctator. 

Demy Svo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, doth boards, i&r. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian verse by Robert Ffrench DufFi 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Christ. 

MiSoWr(WrH7)"Works : 

I8 Life Worth Living P By William Hurrsll Mallock. 

New Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

" Thif deeply interesting volume It is the meet Powerful vin- 

dicaiion ofreligion^ both natural and revealed^ that has afpeared since Biekcp 
Butler wrote ^ and is much more useful than either the Analogy or the Ser- 
mens of that great divine, as a refutation qf the peculiar form. assu9Hed by 

the infidelity 0/ the present day Deeply philosophical eu tJu &ook 

is, there is not a heavy page in it. The writer is * possessed,* so to speak, 
with his great subject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its ejcientm 
emd brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rich, and impassioned 
style, as well as an adequate acquaintance with the science, the pHiloscpky, 
and the literature of the day.*'—ltLiSH Daily News. 

The New Republic ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. By W. H. Mallock. Post Svo, cloth limp, ax. 6d. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. By 
W. U. Mallock. Post Svo, cloth limp, m. 6d. 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in pardiment, 8j* 
£l Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock. 

Second Edition, with a Preface. Two Vols., crown Svo, 21*. 
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Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by: 

In the Ardennes. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

50 fine Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Uniform with " Pictures 
and Legends." Square 8vo, doth extra, zof. 6^. 

•' Thit it another of Mrx, Macquoid*s pleasant books of travel^ full of useful 
htformattcnt of picturesque descriptions of scenery, and of quaint traditions 
respecting the various monuments and ruins which she encounters in her 
tour. . , , To such of our readers as are already thinking about the year's 
holiday ^ we stron^v recommend the perusal of Airs. Macquoid' s experiences* 
The booh is well illustrated by Mr, Thomas R. Macquoid.** — Graphic. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 

Katharinb S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, \os. 6d, 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, doth extra, is, 6d^ 

" One of the few books which can be read as apiece ofUteraiure, whilst at 
the same time handy in the knapsack,**— BmriSH Quartbrly Rbvisw. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, doth extra, js, 6d. 

^ " The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquoid offertt while wander^ 
ingfrom one point 0/ interest to another ^ seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft-dePicted scene,** — Morn ing Post. 

Mark Twain's Works: 

The Ohoioe Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js, 6d, 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

100 Illustrations. Small 8vo, doth extra, 7s. 6d. Chbap Edition, illustrated 
boards, ax. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Burope : The Innocents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
Illustrated boards, ax. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

The Prince and the Pauper. By Mark Twain. With nearly 

200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. Uniform with *' A Tramp 
Abroad." \_In the press. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New Pil^im's Progress : 

Being some Account of the Steamship " Quaker City's " Pleasure Excursion 
to Europe and the Holy Land, with descriptions of Countries, Nations, 
Incidents, and Adventures, as they appeared to the Author. With 234 
Illustrations. By Mark Twain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 71. td. Uniform 
with ** A Tramp Abroad." 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7X. td, 

'* The fun and tenderness of the conception^ of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable^ its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feelingfor animals that is manifest in every line, make of all this episode of 
Jim Baker and his jays a piece of work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading^ but also of a hieh degree of merit as literature. . . . The book is 
full of good things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that have gone before,** — ATHBNiSUM. 
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Crown 8to, cloCh extra, with IUiigti«tioii«, ai. 6dl 

Madre Natura y. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By LuKB LiMNBK. With sft UiistratioiiB by tfie Author. Foum 
Edition, revised and enlaifed. 

Handsomely printed in ftwfldmile, price 51. 

Magna Charta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Oifginal Docmnent In the British Mnseimii 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly « fiset long by a feet wide^ with da 
Arms and Seals emblasoned in Qold and Colours. 

Pott 8vo, cloth limp, of. 6dl per Tolmne. 

Mayfair Library, The : 

The New BepubUo. By W. H. 
Mallock. 

The New Paul and Vlrgliiia. 

By W. H. Mallock. 

The True History of Joshua 

Davidson. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 
Thornbuby. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. 

By H. A. Page. 

By Stream and Sea. By Wil- 
liam Sbniok. 

J euz d'Esprit Edited by Henry 
S. Lbigh. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

ROWLBV. 

More Puniana. By the Hon. 
Hugh Rowlbv. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H. 

Cholmondblbv-Pbnnbll. 

The Speeches of Charles 

Dickens. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by 
H. Cholmondrlby-Pbnnbll. 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art By 
Brillat-Savarin. 

The Pliilosophy of Hand- 
writing. By Don Fblix db Sala- 
manca. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 
Hbkry J. Jennings. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, 

Follies, Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 

Kempt. 
Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by 
W. Davenport Adams. 



Original Playa by W. S. Gil- 

BERT. First Skrxbs. Contaimnff: 
The Wicked World — Pynnalion and 
Sfl»J«a — Chamty — The Princess- 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jmy. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 

BEBT. Second Sbrxks. Containing: 
Broken Hearts — Eng^aged — Sweet- 
hearts—Dan*! Druce — Gretchen— 
Tom Cobb-The Sorcerei— H.M.S. 
Pinafore— The Pirates of Penzance. 

Carols Of Oookayne. ByHsNRT 

S. Leigh. 

The Book of Clerioca Aneo- 

dotes. By Jacob Larwood. 

The Agony Column of "The 

Times," from x8po to 1870. Edited, 
with an Introducuon, by Alicb Clay. 

The Cupboard Papers. By 
Fin-Bec ' 

Pastimes and Players. By 

Robert Macgregob. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A 

Popular Abridgment of •• Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy." 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 

by W. Davenport Adams. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's 

Note-Book. By Andrew Wilson 
F.R.S.E. ^^ ' 

The Autocrat of the Break- 
fast-Table. By Oliver Wrndbll 
Holmes. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. 

Balzac's "Com6die Humaine " 

f"^xM.^V,?*°'"- ^"^ Translations 
by H. H. Walker. 



*»* Other Volumes org in preparaiUm, 
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Small 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, af . 6d. 

Uiller's Physiology for the Young ; 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller. 

"An admirabU ittiroducticn to a subject which all who valui hiolth and tnjoy 
Uf$ thouldhave at thiir/lngtrt* end*,'*— Kcko, 

Hilton (J. L.), Works by : 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 

Management of the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 
&c. By J. L. Milton, Senior Surgeon to St. John's Hospital. Small 
8vo, IS, I cloth extra, is. 6d, 

The Bath in DiseaseB of the Skin. Small 8vo, is.; cloth extra, 

is,6d. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7s, 6d. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

**A deUghtfulhooht of a kind which is far too rare, tf anyone wants to reatty 
knew the North Italianfolkt we can honestly advise him to omit the journey, etnd 
read Mrs, Carr* spares instead, . . Description with Mrs, Carr is a real gift, , 
It is rarely that a booh is so happily ill$utrated.**—CovrMurotLABY Rxvkw. 

//£ IV NOVELS, 

A NEW NOVEL BY OXJIDA. 

The Title of which will shortly be announced. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 

SOMETHING IN THE CITY. 

By Gborgb Augustus Sala. 3 vols, crown 8vo. 

GOD AND THE MAN. 

By RoBBRT Buchanan, Author of** The Shadow of the Sword," &c, 3 vols, 
crown 8vo. With zz Illustrations by Frsd. Barnard. 

THE COMET OF A SEASON. 

By Justin McCarthy, M.P., Author of "Miss Misanthrope." 3 vols., 
crown Svo. 

JOSEPH'S COAT. 

By David Christie Murray, Author of "A Life's Atonement," &c. With 
I a Illustrations by Frbd. Barnard. 

PRINCE SAKONI'S WIFE, and other Stories. 
By Julian Hawthorns. 3 vols., crown Svo. 

A HEART'S PROBLEM. 

By Charles Gibbon, Author of *' Robin Gray," &c. a vols, crown Svo. 

THE BRIDE'S PASS. 

By Sarah Tytler, a vols., crown Svo. 
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Crown (hro, doth eitn, with ^Hgnette Portzait% price 61. per Vol. 



Old DramatistSi The; 

Ben Jonion*t Worlou 

With Notes, Critical and Bxplaoatory, 
and a BiogTaphkal Memoir by Wu^ 
LiAM GiPFOKo. Edited by Colooal 
CuMmMGHAM. Three Volt. 

Obapman't Works. 

Nov First Collected. Complete fai 
TbreeVols. VoL I. contains the Plays 
complete, including the doubtful ones| 
Vol II. the Poems and Minor Traas- 
tations, with an Introductory Essay 



hv Alobknon Chaklbs Swinbuutk. 
VoL IIL the Translation of the Utid 
and Odyssey. 

Hsrlowe'fl Works. 

lar h iding his Tk-anslatioBS. Bditad, 
with Notes and Introductioa, by CoL 
CumrncGHAM. One VoL 

Masslnger's Plays. 

From the Teact of Wiluam GirPOiD. 
With the addition of the Tragedy of 
** BeUeve as you Ust." Edited bj 
Col. Cunningham. One VoL 



O'Shanghnessy (Arthur) Works by : 

Songs of a Worker. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extra, ^s. td. 

Mosio and Moonlight. By Arthur 0*Shaughnessy. Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extra, 71. 6^. 

Lays of France. By Arthur G'Shaughnessy. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, lor. &/. 



Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, 51. each. 

Ouida's Novels.— Library Edition. 



H^d in Bondage. By Guida. 

Strathmore. By Guida. 

Ohandos. By Guida. 

Under Two Flagi. By Ouida. 

Idalia. By Guida. 

Geoil Oastlemaine. By Guida. 

Triootrin. By Guida. 

Paok. By Ouida. 

By Guida. 



PaaoareL By Ouida. 

Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 



Signa. 

In a Winter Olty. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 



By OUIDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OUIDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 



A Village Commune. By Ouida. 



Folle F&rine. _, 

Dog of Flanders. By Guida. I 

*«* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last two, post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, ar. each. 

Post 870, cloth limp, u. td. 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popnlar Rand- 
book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 



Large 410, cloth extra, gilt, beautifully Illustrated, 31J. 6</. 

Pastoral Days ; 

Or, Memories of a New England Year. By W. Hamilton Gibson. 
With 76 Illustrations in the highest style of Wood Engraving. 

" Tht volume contains a pros* poemt with illusirations in the shape of wood 
enoravin^s more beautiful than it can well enter into the hearts of tnost mtom U 

conceive.* — Scotsman, 
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Library Editions, mostly Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3;. 6</. each. 

Picoadilly Novels, The. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow? By 



Mrs. Alexander. 

Beady-Money Mortiboy. By 

W. Bbsant and James Rice. 
My Little Girl. By W. Besant 

and James Rice. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft By 

W. Besant and Jambs Rice. 
This Son of Vulcan. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
With Harp and Crown. By W. 

Bbsant and James Rice. 

The Golden Butterfly. By W. 

Bbsant and James Rice. 

By Celia's Arbour. By W. 
Bbsant and Jambs Rice. 

The Monks of Thelema. By 

W. Bbsant and James Ricb. 
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. By 
W. Bbsant and Jambs Rice. 

The Seamy Side. By Walter 

Bbsant and James Rice. 

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret W. Collins. 
Queen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My MisceUsuiies. W. Collins. 
The Woman in White. By 
Wilkie Collins. 

The Moonstone. W. Collins. 
Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finch. W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. P By W. Collins. 
The New Magdalen. ByWiLKiE 
Collins. 

The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 
The Law and the Lady. By 

Wilkib Collins. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkie 

Collins. 
The Haunted Hotel. By Wilkie 

Collins. 
The Fallen Leaves. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

Jezebel's Daughter. W. Collins. 
Deceivers Ever. By Mrs. H. 
LovBTT Cameron. 



Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. H. 
LovBTT Cameron. 

Felicia. M. Bstham -Edwards. 
Olympia. ByR. E. Francillon. 
The Capel Girls. By Edward 

Garrett, 

Robin Gray. Charles Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

In Love and War. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

What Will the World Say P By 

Charles Gibbon. 

For the King. Charles Gibbon. 
In Honour Bound. By Charles 

Gibbon. 
Queen of the Meadow. By 

Charles Gibbon. 

In Pastures Green. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 

Garth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
EUice Quentin. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Thomicrofb's ModeL By Mrs. 

A. W. Hunt. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 

Ingblow. 

Confidence. Henry James, Jun. 
The Queen of Oonnaught. By 

Harriett Jay. 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

IC 1 NCSL.SY 

Oakshott Castle. H. Kingsley. 

Patricia Eemball. /By E.Lynn 
Linton. 

The Atonement of Leam Dun- 
das. By £. Lynn Linton. 

The World Well Lost. By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

Under which LordP By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

With a Silken Thread. By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
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Piccadilly ^oy%iJ&~-cmtinued. 
My Enemy's Daughter. By 

futTiN McCarthy. 

linley Roohford. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

A Fair Bazon. J. McCarthy. 
Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Sfiss Misanthrope. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
Quaker Ctouslns. By Agnes 

Macdombll. 
Lost Rose. By Katharink S. 

Macquoio. 

The Xvll Bye. By Katharinb 
S. Macquoid. 

Open 1 Sesame 1 By Florence 

Marryat. 

Written in Fire. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Qo. By Jean Mid* 

DLKMASS. 

A Life's Atonement. By D. 

Ch ristib Murray. 
Whlteladles. Mrs. Oliphant. 

The Best of Husbands. By 
Jambs Payn. 

NEW VOLUMES OF " THE 

Put Yourself in his Place. By 

Charlbs Reade. 
A Oonfidential Agent. By 
Jambs Payn. With 12 Illustrations. 

The Violin-Player. By Bertha 

Thomas. 
Queen Gophetua. By R. £. 

Francillon. 
The Leaden Casket. By Mrs. 

Alfred Hunt. 

Carlyon*s Year. By J. Payn. 
The Ten Years* Tenant, and 

other Stories. By Walter Cesant 
and James Rice. 

A Child of Nature. By Robert 

Buchanan. 

Cressida. By Bertha Thomas. 
From Exile. By James Payn. 



Fallen Fortunes. Jamks Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Walter's Word. Jamks Payn. 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Blaok than we're Painted. 

By Jambs Payn. 

By Proxy. By Jamks Payn. 
Under One Root Jamks Payn. 
High Spirits. By Jamks Payn. 
Her Mother's Darling. By Mis. 

J. H. RiDDBLL. 

Bound to the WheeL By John 

Saundbss. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saundkrs. 

One Against the W^orld. By 

John Saundbos. 
The Lion in the Path. By 

John Saundbrs. 

The Way We Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollopb. 
The American Senator. By 
Anthony Trollopb. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By 

T. A Trollopb. 



PICCA DILL Y NO VELS** 

Sebastian Strome. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 

The Black Robe. By Wilkie 

Collins. 
Archie LoveU. By Mrs. Annie 
Eowardbs. 

"My Love!" By E. Lynn 

Linton. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. By James 

Payn. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. By 
Walter Besant and James Rice. 

Proud Maisie. By Bertha 

Thomas. 

The Two Dreamers. By John 

Saunders. 

YThat She Came through. By 

Sarah Tytler. 



Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Planche.—Songs and Poems, from 1S19 to 1879. 

By J. R. Planche. Edited, with an Introduction, by j^s Daughter* 
Mrs. Mackarness. ' 
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Post Svo. Utustrated 

Popnlar Novels, Cheap 



OonQdenoes. Hamilton Aioft. 
Carr of Canljon. H. Aiot 
Hnld, Wlfs, or Widow P Br 

Heady-Motley Mortlboy. By 
Waltir BisjtHT and Jauks Rici. 

With Harp ftnd Crown. By 
Walth Bksant and Jahd Rici. 

Thil Son of Ynloan. By W. 

BasAHT Had Jau19 Rick. 
Hy Uttla aiiL By the nme. 
The Okie of Mr. Laorofl, By 

Walti* Buamt ud James Rici. 

The Golden Bntterfly. By W. 

BtsAHT nnd Jambs Ricb. 
B; Cella'B Arbour. B/Waltkr 

Bksaht and Jahbs Rics. 
The Monks of Tbelema. By 

WaltM B«9AWT nnd Jawis RiCB. 

'TwsB In TrofolgHT't Bay. By 

Walth Besakt ud Jahu Riol 
Seamy Side. Besant and Rice. 
Qrantley Grange. By Skei^lev 

An H^TMi of Bed Dog. By 

BlST Hakti. 

The LmA of Roarliw Camp. 

Bt Brit Haute. 
Oftbrlel OoDToy. Bket Hartk. 
SonyTlm. By F.E. Burnett, 
Deoelveri Ever. By Mrs. L. 

Cahhkon. 

JoUeff Guardian. By Mrs. 

LOTITT Cambbon. I 

The Ouie of Soub. By Mac- \ 



By C. 



N Cobb... . 

The Bar Sinister. 

ALL5TOH Collins. 

Antonlna. By Wilkib Collins, 
BaiU. By WiLsiE Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Seeret. W. Collins. 
Qaeen of Heorti. W. Collins. 
My HlBoeUanlM. W. Collins. 
Womanln White. W.Collins. 
The Moonitone. W. Colliks. 



Editions of. 

NovBLS BUT Bl«a b^ud in 
jLBUj.ttlonLa.farLilrarrSiiiUam.l 

Man and Wlfb. W. Collins. 
Poor Mill Finoh. W. Collins. 
MlB* or Mm. P W. Collins. 
New Uogdalen. W. Collins. 
TheFroienDeep. W. Collins. 
Law and the Lady. W.Collins. 
Two Deatlnlei. W. Collins. 
Haunted, Hotel. W. Collins. 
FoUenLearet. By W.Collins. 
Leo. By Dotton Cook, 
A Point of Honour, By Mrs. 
Ahste Edwakdh. 

ArohlBLovell. MrA.Edwardes 
Fallola. M. Betham. Edward;. 
Roxy. ByEDWAKii Eggleston, 
Polly. By Percy Fitzgerald. 
Bella Donna. P. Fitzgerald. 
Never Forgotten. Fitzgerald, 
The Second Mrs. TlUotaon. By 

8s venty-FlTeBrooke Street. By 

Pa>CY FiTZCEHALD. 

Filthy Luore. By Albany ds 

FOMBLAHQUH. 

Olympla. By R. E, Prancillon. 
The Capel GlrU. By Edwabd 

Garrett. 
BoblnGray. By Ch as. Gibbon, 
For Look of Gold. C. Gibbon. 
Wliat win the World Say P By 

In Honour Bound. C. Gibbon. 
The Dead Heart. By C. Gibbon. 
In Love and War. C. Gibbon. 
For the King. By C. Gibbon. 
Queen of the Meadow. By 
Chablks Gibbon. 

Diok Temple. By Jambs 
Every. day Papers. By Andrew 

Hallihav. 
Paul Wynter'H Saoriflce. By 
Lidr Duppui Hardv. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

B/Thohas Hakdv. 
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Popular Novels— ^m/unmi/. 

Oftrth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Golden Heart By Tom Hood. 
TheHunolibaok of Notre Dame. 

By VicTUR Hugo. 
Thomloroft'8 ModeL By Bin. 

Alfrbu Hunt. 

Fated to be Flree. By Jeam 

Ingblow. 

Oonfldenoe. By Henry James, 

Tub. 

The Queen of Ctonnaoght. By 

Harribtt Jav. 

The Dark OoUeen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. ByHsNBY 

KiNGSLBV. 

Oakihott Oaitle. H.Kingsley. 

Patricia EembalL By £. Lynn 
Linton. 

Learn Dundas. E.LynnLinton. 

The World Well Lost, iiy £. 
Lynn Linton. 

Under whioh Lord P By £. 

Lvnn Linton. 

The Waterdale Nelghbonra. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
DearLadyDlsdain. By the same. 
My Enemy's Daughter. By 

Justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. J. McCarthy. 
Linley Roohford. McCarthy. 
Miss Misanthrope. McCarthy. 
Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
The Evil Eye. By Katharine 

S. Macquoid. 

Lost Rose. K. S. Macquoid. 
Opent Sesame 1 By Florence 

Marryat. 
Harvest of Wild Oats. By 
Florence Marryat. 

A Little Stepson. F. Marryat. 
Fighting the Air. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. By Jean 

Middlbmass. 

Mr. Dorillion. J. Middlemass. 
Whiteladies. ByMrs.OLiPHANT. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
Ghandos. By Ouida. 
Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 



OaoU Oastlemalna. By Ouida 
Trlootrin. By Ouida. 
Pnok. By Ouida. 
Folle Farina. 1^ Ouida. 
A Dog of Flanden. By Ouida 
PascareL By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Signa. By Ouida. coum*. 

Li a Winter Oity. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Friendship. By Ouida. 
Moths. By Ouida. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. J. Payn. 
A Perfect Treasure. J. Payn. 
Bentinok's Tutor. By J. Payn. 
Murphy's Master. By J. Payn. 
A County Family. By J. Payn. 
At Her Mercy. By J. Payn. 
AWoman'sVengeanoe. J. Payn. 
Cecil's Tryst By James Payn. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. J.Payn. 
Family Scapegrace. J. Payn. 
The Foster Brothers. J. Payn. 
Found Dead. By James Payn. 
Qwendoline'sHsurvest. J.Payn. 
Humorous Stories, J. Payn. 
Like Father, Like Son. J. Payn. 
A Marine Residence. J. Payn. 
Married Beneath Him . J. Payn. 
Mirk Abbey. By James Payn. 
Not Wooed, but Won. J. Payn. 
Two Hundred Pounds Ii>ewardl 

By Jambs Payn. 

Best of Husbands. By J. Payn. 
Walter's Word. By J. Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Fallen Fortunes. By J. Payn. 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 

By Jambs Pavn. 
By Proxy. By James Pavn. 
Under One Roof. By J. Payn. 
High Spirits. By Jas. Payn. 
Paul FerroU. 

Why P.FerroU Killed his 'Wife. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

By Edgar A. Pob. 
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Popular Novels — continued. 

Pat Yourself in his Plaoe. By 
Charles Rbadb. 

Her Mother's Darling. By Mrs. 

J. H. RXDDBLU 

Gaslight and Daylight By 

Gborgb Augu stus Sala. 
Bound to the WheeL By John 

Saundbss. 

CKiy Waterman. J. Saundbrs. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saundbks. 

The Lion in the Path. By John 

and Kathbxinb Saundbks. 

A Matoh in the Dark. By A. 
Skbtchlby. 



Tales for the Marines. By 

Walter Thornbury. 

The Way we Live Now. By 
Anthony Trollopb. 

The American Senator. Ditto. 
Diamond Out Diamond. Ditto. 
A Pleasure Trip in Europe. 

By Mark Twain. 

Tom Sawyer. ByMARK Twain. 
An Idle Ezoursion. M.Twain. 
Sabina. By Lady Wood. 
Castaway. By Edmund Yates. 
Forlorn Hope. Edmund Yates. 
Land at Las r. Edm u n d Yates. 



Payn 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, xj. each. 
7eff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret Harte. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harts. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavoumeen. By the Author of **That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luok. By the Author of '< That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of " That Lass o' LowrieV 
Trooping with Grows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 
The Professor's Wife. By Leonard Graham. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ts, 

.—Some Private Views. 

Being Essays contributed to The Nineteenth Century and to The 
Times, By James Payn. Author of " HigH Spirits,' " By Proxy," 
" Lost Sir Massingberd," &c. \ Nearly ready, 

i>¥o Vols. 8vo, doth extra, with Portraits, ioj. cm^. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Gredi, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorn b. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, ^s, tui. 

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With Baudelaire's *' Essay." 

Crown 8to, doth extra, js, 6d, 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. Farrer. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 130 Illustrations, 3J. 6^. 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown 8to, doth extra, gilt, 71. 6d, 

Pursuivant of Arms, The ; 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. By J. R. Planche. Somerset 
Herald, With Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illustrations. 
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Proctor's (R. A.) Works: 

Easy Star laessons. With Star Maps for Every Night in the 
Year. Drawings of the Conrtellatio n s, &c. By Richaro A. Proctor. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6/. 

Familiar Scienoa Studiei. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6J. Q/« the f rest, 

Saturn and its System. By Richard A. Proctor. New and 

Revised Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, zor. 6d. \Jn prt^rat'o*. 

Myths and Marvels of Aitronomy. lij Rich. A. Proctor, 

Author of " Other Worlds than 0iur%''&c. Crown 8vo« doth extra, 6s. 

Pleasant Wayiln Solenoe. By R. A. Proctor. Cr.8yo,cLex.6f. 
Rough Wayi made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on 

Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Proctob. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6«. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 

our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, doth extra, tt. 

The Expanse of HeaTen : A Series of .Essays on the Wondeis 
of the Firmament By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo. doth, fir. 

Wages and Wants of Solenoe Workem. By Richard A 

Proctor. Crown 8vo, \s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, yx. 6d, 

Rabelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum NoteSi and 
nume rous characteristic Illnstrations by Gustavb Dorb . 

Crown Svo, doth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, yj. 6d, 

Rambosson's Popular Astronomy. 

Rambosson, Laureate of the Insti 
B. Pitman. Profusdy Illustrated. 

Second Edition, Revised, Crown Svo, r,200 pages, half-roxburg^he, i2t. 6d, 

Reader's Handbook (The) of Allusions^ Re- 

ferences. Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Richardson's (Dr.) A Ministry of Health. 

and othe r Pap er s. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M . p., &c. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 50 Illustrations. By 
Alfred Rimmer. Square Svo, cloth extra, gilt, los, 6d. 

Bambles Hound Eton and Harrow. By Alfred Rimmer. 

With 50 Illustrations by the Author. Square Svo, cloth gilt, los. 6d 

About England with Diokens. With Illustrations by Alfred 

Rimmer and C. A. Vanderhoof, Sq. Svo, cloth gilt, loj. 6d, [In t he ^ress. 

Handsomdy printed, price 5;. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Prindpal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, a.d. 1066-7, 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 



By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
byC. 
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Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-morocco, £% tSs, 

Bowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
C&ricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Grego, Author of '* James GiUray, the Caricaturist ; his Life, 
Works, and Times." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Ihustrated, 41. td, each« 

'' Secret Out'' Series, The. 



The Pyroteohnlst's Treasury; 

or, Complete Art of Making Fire- 
works. By Thomas Kentish. With 
ntunerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Bbllsw. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Trides, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W.H.Crbmbr. soo lilusts. 

The Merry Cirole : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Brllbw. 
Many Illustrations. 



Magiolan'8 Own Book : 

Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats. Handker^iefsL &c. AU 
from Actual Experience. EiUted by 
W. H. Crbmbr. 900 Illustrations. 

Magio No Mystery : 
Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &&, 
with fully descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writing; Traming of 
Performing Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 

The Secret Oat : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards^ and 
other Recreations ; with Entertaining 
Experiments in Drawing-room or 
"White Magic." By W. H. Crbmbr. 
300 Engravings. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Senior's Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By William 
Senior ("Red Spinner"), Author of "By Stream and Sea." 



Shakespeare : 



Shakespeare, The First Folio. Mr. William Shakespears's 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published accordine to the trae 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Blount, 
1623. — A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process — ensuring the strictest accuracy in every detail. 
Small 8yo, half-Roxburghe, ^s, 6d, 

Shakespeare, The Lansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 

and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved fitcsimile of 
Drorshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 71. &!'. 

Shakespeare for Ohildren: Tales from Shakespeare. By 

Charlrs and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. MovR Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, tos,6d, 

Shakespeare Music, The Handbook of. Being an Account of 

350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the P&ys and Poems of 
Shakespeare, the compositions raAging from the Elixabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffb. 4to, half'Roxburghe, jt, 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algernon Charles Swin* 

burns. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8x. 
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Four Vola. small 8to, doCfa boudi, 901. 

Taine's History of English Iiiteratnre. 

TraiulAted by Hbnbt Vam Laun. 
•»• Al io a P opular E ditiow, in Two Voli, crown gn>, cleth eztnmsi. 
Crown thro, doth {flt. proliiidj IUiistnitied,~6i^ 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Il lo itiated by J. MOTR Smith. 

One VoL crown Svo^ doth extra, yj. Sd. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical Dx^Bunas: 

*' Clancarty," "Jeanne Dare," '* Twist Axe and Grown, ** "TheFool'i 
Revenge." '* Arin^igfat'i ^^Ofeb" " Anne Bolqm," «• Plot and Pasrioo." 
V The Pla yi nay alio ba had npai»taly» mt la. mti k. 

Crown 8v<(^ cloth extra, with Coloored Frontiqpieoe and nnmeroa 

ninstratioos, yi. 6dl 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotei. lUnstrated by a proAuloii off ^hft^^iti bi 
William Makxpbacb Thackxrat, depicting Humorous Inddentt 
in his SchooUife, and Fafomite Characters in the booka of his erai^ 
day reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings, ftinri»*ifl f tl from 
Mr. Thacke r ay's Original Drawings. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with lUv.antiona, 7^ . 6rf. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by ALUiN Cunnino- 
HAM, and over 50 fine lUnstrations on Sted and Wood . 

Crown 8vo. doth extra, with nnmeroos lUustrations, 7^ . &f 

Thombnry's (Walter) Hannted London. 

A New Edition, Edited by Edward Walford, M.A., with nnmaou 
lUustrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6tf. 

Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its fiunmis Coffee-houses, Hostdries, and Taverns 
By John T imbs, F.S.A. Wth nu merous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 'jsT^JL 

Timbs' English Eccentrics and Eocentrici- 

tiest Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Ddusions, Imposttnes and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sportmg Scenes, Eocentrie 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Lettera, &c By Torn Timb8. 
F.S.A. Witfi nearly so Illustrations. ^^ 

Demy 8vo, doth extra, 141. 

Torrens' The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Einpire. An Historic Portrait. Forming VoU /• «/ Pro. 
Consul and tribune: Welleslby and O'Connbll: msterie 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. ™«onc 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 9J. 

Tunis : the Land and the People. 

By Ernst von Hesse- Wartegg. With many fine full-page lUustra- 

tions. [/« the press. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, 71. dd. 

Turner's (J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence: 

Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow- 
Academicians. By Walter Thornburt. A New Edition, con- 
siderably Enlai:ged. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, liEu^similed 
fix)m Turner's original Drawings, 

T wo Vols., crown 8vo, clot h ext ra, with Map and Ground- Plans, 14J. 

Walcott's Church Work and Life in English 

Minsters ; and the English Student's Monasticon. By the Rev, 
Mackenzie E. C. Walcqtt, B.D. 

Large crown 8vo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, 71. 6^. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler : 

or. The Contemplative Man's Recreation : being a Discourse ofKivers, 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nico l as, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. ^^ 

The^wenty-second Annual Edition, for z88i, doth, full gilt, 50J. 

Walford's County Families of the United 

Kingdom. Bv.Edward Walford, M. A. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 
distinguished Heads of Fammes, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, 
Uie Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Country Ad- 
dresses, Qubs, &c 

Crown 8\ro, cloth extra, 3}. 6</. per volume. 

Wanderer's Library, The: 



Merrle England in the Olden 

Time. By George Daniel. With 
Illustrations by Robt. Cruikshamk. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

The Wilds of London. By 

Jambs Greenwood. 
TavemAneodotes and Sayings ; 

Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, CofTee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindlby. With lUusts. 

Circus Life and Oirous Celebri- 
ties. By Thomas Frost. 
The Lives of the Conjurers. 

By Thomas Frost. 

The Life and Adventures of a 

Cheap Jack. By One of the Frater- 
nity. Edited by Charles Hindley. 

The story of the London Parks. 

By Jacob Larwood. With lUusts. 



Low-Life Deeps. An Account 

of the Strange Fish to be found there. 
By James Greenwood. 

Seven Generations of Execu- 
tioners: Memoirs of the Sanson 
Family (1688 to 1847). Edited by 
Henry Sanson. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 

By Percy Fitzgbrald. 
London Chsuracters. By Henry 

Mayhew. Illustrated. 

The Genial Showman: Life 

and Adventures of Artemus Ward. 
By £. P. HiNGSTON. Frontispiece. 

Wanderings in Patagonia ; or, 

Life amon^ the Ostrich Himters. By 
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated. 

Summer Cruising in the South 

Seas. By Charles Warren Stod- 
dard. Illustrated by Wallis Mac- 

KAY. 
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Carefully printed oa paper to imitate the Original, as in. faj 14 in., as. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Dorament, with the Fifty-nine 
Sjgnatnrea of t he Re gicid e s, and corresponding SeaU. 

Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price ai. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elisabeth, and a 
Facsi mile o f the G reat SeaL 

Crown 8yo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 4J. 6^. 

Westropp's Handbook of Pottery and Porce- 
lain ; or. History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hoddes 
M. Wbstropp. W ith numerous Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, ar. (>d. 

What shall my Son be P 

Hints for Parents on the Choice of a Profession or Trade for their 
Sons. By Francis Davenant, M.A^ 

^^ Seventh Edition. Square 8vo, u. 

Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macneill Whistler. 



A VERY HANDSOME VOLUME.- Large 4to, cloth extra, 31J. ed. 

White Mountains (The Heart of the) : 

Their Legend and Scenery. By Samuel Adams Drake. With 
nearly xoo Illustrations by W. Hamilton Gibson, Author of 
" Pastoral Days." [Nearly ready . 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, sj. 6d, 

Williams' A Simple Treatise on Heat. 

By W. Mat tieu Williams, F.R.A.S., F.CS. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 6s, 

Wooing (The) of the Water- Witch : 

A Northem^ddity. By Evan Daldorne. Illust. by J. Moyr Sm ith. 

Crown Svo, half-boimd, xaj. 6d, 

Words^ Facts^ and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Oat-of-the-Way Matters. By 
Eliezer Edwards^ 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6d, 

Wright's Caricatnre History of the Oeorges. 

rrhe House of Hanover.) With 400 Pictures, Caiicatnres, Squibs, 
Broads ides, V^ndow Pictures. &c. By Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S.A. 

Large post Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 71. &f. 

Wright's History of Caricature and of the 

Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting. By Thomas 
Wright, F.S.A. Profusely Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A, 

J. OGDBN AND CO., PRINTERS, Z73, ST. JOHN STRBBT, H.C 
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